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PREFACE. 

It has been well remarked, that "it would be 
almost impossible to overrate the value of really 
good Hymns fpr private as well as public use. 
Next to the Bible itself, Hymns have done more 
to influence our views, and mould our theology, 
than any other instrumentality whatever. There 
is a power in Hymns which never dies. Easily 
learned in the days of childhood and youth; 
often repeated ; seldom if ever forgotten, they 
abide with us as a most precious heritage amid all 
the changes of our earthly life." 

In these feelings and sentiments I most cordially 
concur ; and if this little Volume be instrumental 
in fostering a taste for Sacred Poetry, it shall be 
an ample reward for any labour or trouble I may 
have had in its selection. 

In the present edition of this Work, a great 
many of the Hymns which appeared in former 
editions have been expunged, as more suitable for 
pubhc worship, or as too familiar to the general 
reader. The places of these have been filled by a 
number of Pieces of deservedly high reputatioxj, 
though perhaps not quite so generally known. 

I have to acknowledge, with grateful thanks, the 

• 

kind courtesy of those publishers and authors who 
have permitted me to insert various poems, the 
copyright of which is their property. Among these 
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are Messrs. Longman and Co., the publishers, and 
the Kev. Orby* Shipley, the editor of " Lyra 
Messianica" and "Lyi^ Eucharistica ;" Messrs. J. 
H. and J. Parker, the publishers, and the gifted 
author of " Morning Thoughts ;" Messrs. Blackwood 
and Sons, the publishers, and the representatives 
of the late Dr. David M Moir, the " Delta " of 
"Blackwood's Magazine;" Messrs. W. and R 
Chambers, proprietors of the well-known " Cham- 
bers' Journal ;" the Eev. Mr. Trend, author of the 
"Hymnal;" the Eev. Dr. Horatius Bonar, author 
of "Hymns of Faith and Hope;" the Eev. Sir 
Henry W. Baker, the Eev. Dr. Monsell, the Eev. 
Mr. Kittermester, &c., &c. 

I must also make especial mention to my readers 
of the pieces " Let me go," " We shall see Him as 
He is," and " Servant of God, well done !" the 
composition of Miss Mary Pyper (a resident in one 
of the " Closes " or Alleys in the old town of 
Edinburgh), whose misfortunes, total blindness, 
utter loneliness, extreme poverty, and the infirmities 
attendant on old age, must evoke the commisera- 
tion and sympathy of every Christian heart. 

Let me add my hope, that the intrinsic excel- 
lence of its Contents, coupled with the improve- 
ment in its external appearance, will render the 
"Lays of the Pious Minstrels" an appropriate 

and acceptable Gift-Book. 

H. W. 
London, October, 1864. 
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BEFOEE THE THRONE. 

LITTLE child, 

A little meek-faced quiet village child, 
Sat siiiging by her cottage door at eve 
A low sweet sabbath song. JN'ohmnanear 
Caught the funt melody — ^no htunaii eye 
Beheld the upturned aspect^ or the smile 
That ^(vreathed hei innocent lips the while they 

breathed 
The oft-iepeated burden of the hymn, 
«PraiseGod! Praise God!" 

A Seiaph by the Throne 
In the fuU glory stood With eager hand 
He smote the golden harp-strings, till a flood 
Of harmony on the celestial air 
WeUed forth, unceasing. Then, with a great voice^ 
He sang the ** Holy, holy, evermore. 
Lord Grod Almighty ! " and the eternal courts 
Thzilled with the rapture, and the hieiarchiei&^ 

B 
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Angel, and rapt archangel, throbbed and biimf^ 

With vehement adoration. Higher yet 

Eose the majestic anthem, without pause ; 

Higher, with rich magnificence of sound, 

To its fall strength ; and still the infinite heavens 

Bang with the " Holy, Holy, evermore ! " 

Till, trembling from excess of awe and love. 

Each sceptred spirit sank before the Throne, 

With a mute hallelujaL But, even then. 

While the ecstatic song was at its height. 

Stole in an alien voice — a voice that seemed 

To float, float upwards from some world afar — 

A meek and child-like toice, faint, but how sweet ! 

That blended with the seraph's rushing strain, 

Even as a fountain's music with the roll 

Of the reverberate thunder. Loving smiles 

Lit up the beauty of each angel's face 

At that new utterance. Smiles of joy that grew 

More joyous yet, as ever and anon 

Was heard the simple burden of the hymn, 

"Praise God ! Praise God ! " 

And when the seraph's song 

Had reached its close, and o'er the golden lyre 

Silence hung brooding — ^when the eternal courts 

Kang but with echoes of his chant sublime, 

Still, through the abysmal space, that wandering 

voice 
Came floating upward from its world afar, 
Still murmured sweet on the celestial air, 
"Praise God! Praise God ! " 



Footsteps of Angels. 
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FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS. 

[H ViN the hours of day are numbered, 
And the voices of the night 
"Wake the better soul that slumbered 
To a holy, cahn delight ; 

Ere the eyening lamps are lighted, 
And, like phantoms grim and tall, 

Shadows firom the fitful firelight 
Dance upon the parlour wall ; 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved ones, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more. 

He, the young and strong, who cherished 
!N"oble longings for the strife — 

By the road-side fell and perished. 
Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly, 
"Who the cross of suffering bore — 

Folded their pale hands so meekly — 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 

And with them the Being Beauteous, 
"Who unto my youth was given. 

More than all things else to love me, 
And is now a saint in heaven. 
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With a slow and noiseless footstep 
Comes tliat miBSsenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair beside me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine ; 

And she sits and gazes at me 

With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like the stars, so still and saintlike. 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended, 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer ; 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely. 
All my fears are laid aside. 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 



THE DAY OF EEST. 



DAY most calm, most bright, 
The fruit of this, the next world's bud. 
The endorsement of supreme delight. 
Writ by a Friend, and with His blood ; 
The couch of time, care's bahn and bay : 
The week were dark, but for thy light j 
Thy torch doth show the way. 




The Day of Rest. 5 

The other days and thou 
Make up one man ; whose fiace thou art. 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow : 
The worky-days are the back part ; 
The burden of the week lies there, 
Making the whole to stoop and bow^ 

Till thy release appear. 

Man had straightforward gone 
To endless death : but thou dost pull 
And turn us round to look on One, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 
We could not choose but look on stiU ; 
Since there is no place so alone. 
The which He doth not fill 

Sundays the pillars are. 
On which heaven's palace arched lies ; 
The other days fill up the spare 
And hollow room with vanities. 
They are the fruitful beds and borders 
In God's rich garden : that is bare 

Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundays of man's life. 
Threaded together on time's string. 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal, glorious King. 
On Sunday heaven's gate stands ope ; 
Blessings are plentiful and rife — 

More plentiful than hope. 
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This day my Saviour rose, 
And did enclose this light for His ; 
Thaty as each beast His manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miss. 
Christ hath took in this piece of ground, 
And made a garden there for those 

Who want herbs for their wound. 

The rest of our creation 
Out great Eedeemer did remove, 
With the same shake, which at His Passion 
Did the earth and all things with it move. 
As Samjson bore the doors away, 
Christ's hands, though nailed, wrought our salvation, 

And did unhingethat day. 

The brightness of that day * 

We sullied by our foul offence : 
Wherefore that robe we cast away. 
Having a new at His expense. 
Whose drops of Blood paid the fall price 
That was required to make us gay, 

And fit for paradise. 

Thou art a day of mirth : 
And where the week-days trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth ; 
let me take thee at the bound. 
Leaping with thee &om seven to seven, 
Till that we both, being tossed &om earth, 

ily hand in hand to Heaven ! 



Store of Grace in Christ. 




STOEE OF GRACE m CHEIST. 

TOEE of grace in Christ resides, 

Only faith this store revealeth ; 
Useless all this grace abides, 
Until faith the fount imsealetL 

If the eye of feith be bright, 
Those Deut off may see Him clearly ; 

If be daA that inward Hght, 

They see least who see most nearly. 

When His earthly race to run, 

Our dear Lord from heaven descended, 

The mean garb of Joseph's Son 
Men beholding, shrank offended. 

Even thus in bread and wine, 

And meaner things, where judgment carnal 
liTought can see, to faith divine 

Dwells abundant grace supemaL 

Every perfect gift and good, 

Jesus offers ; man presumeth 
To scorn the boon, not understood 

Whence its saving virtue cometL 

Worldly wisdom seeketh how 

Grace in means thus humble lurketh ; 

Unconvinced, unless it know 
Whence power springeth, why it worketL 
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They their Master's love who share, 
Ask not how His Spirit moveth ; 

This their only, constant care, 

To rest in faith on Him who loveth. 




THE ETEENTTY OF GOD. 

THOU that dwell'st enthroned on high, 
Beyond the seraph's golden sky. 

Eternal God of power and might ! 
Eternal Thou ere time began, 
Eternal Thou when he has ran 
The circle of his destined flight ! 

Almighty God ! in prayer to Thee 
I bow the head, and bend the knee. 

With humble soul and heart resigned : 
To Thee, with trembling lips, I raise 
The holy sacrifice of praise. 

The Friend and Father of mankind. 

By Thee informed, this mortal firame 
To being &om oblivion came. 

Thy love and goodness to survey ; 
To view the glittering vault of night, 
To hail the sweet return of light. 

And all creation's blooming day. 

In life's young morn Thou didst impart 
The rivers to my beating heart. 
And taught'st the streaming pulse to flow : 



The Eternity of God 

Amid sensation's ebbing tide 
Thou bad'st the trembling soul abide, 
Alike to pleasure or to woe. 

And stiU unquencbed, at Thy behest 
Tbb flame of being warms my breast ; 

But fleeting life must soon be o'er : 
Soon will Thy hands again require 
This transient spark of heavenly fire, 

And this frail breast shall heave no more. 

But Thou, God, so prompt to save. 
Wilt brood upon the senseless grave. 

Where, wrapt in earth. Thy offepring sleeps ; 
As o'er her infant's midnight bed. 
With bosomed breath, and silent head, 

JEer secret watch the mother keeps. 

Thou that dwell'st enthroned on high ! 
God of Heaven, we shall not die, 

Omnipotent, All-wise, and Just ! 
Death shall resign his iron sway. 
And love, that beams eternal day. 

Shall warm our ashes in the dust. 

But how shall man abide with Thee, 
Through ages of eternity. 

When suns shall pour their beams no more ? 
With awe-struck soul, I fear the birth. 
And, sinking on my mother earth, 

I fjEdnt^ I tremble, and adore. 



( 
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«PEAY VKIO THY FATHER" 

jHEN" thou art in thy chamber, and thy 
knee 
Is bowed in love to the Omnipotent, 
And when thy soul before His throne 
is bent. 
Ask not for prosperous things ; but pray that He 
Will purify thee with the chastisement 
Of earthly woe and trouble, which are sent 
To fit the high soul for eternity. 

It is not in the summer-tide of life 

That the heart hoards its treasures : it is when 
The storm is loud, and the rude hurricane 

Of sorrow is abroad : — ^when solemn strife. 
Such as may move the souls of constant men. 
Is struggling in our bosoms, it is then 

The heart collects her stores with wisdom rife. 

For sadness teaches us the truth of things 
Which had been hid beneath the crown of flowers 
Which gladness wears ; and the few silent hours 

Of quiet, heavenward thought which sorrow brings 
Are better than a life in pleasure's bowers. 
Drinking the poisonous chalice which she pours. 

To quench our heavenlier spirits' murmurings. 



What is life? 11 

Seek thou the storms of life ; fly not the trial 
That binds the conqueror's wreath upon thy 

brow; 
And faint not, though the tears of anguish flow, 

And though upon thy head the angry vial 

Of fate be pouied : but, with the conscious glow 
Of honourable thought and deed below. 

Look to that Power who watched thy self-deniaL 




WHAT IS UFEt 

is a flower — ^which buds and grows^ 
And withers as the leaves disclose ; 
Whose spring and fedl faint seasons keep, 
like flts of waking before sleep ; 
Then shrinks into that fiEttal mould 
Where its first being was enrolled. 

It is a dream — ^whose seeming truth 
Is moralized in age and youth ; 
Where all the comforts he can share, 
As wandering as his feuicies are ; 
Till, in a mist of dark decay. 
The dreamer vanish quite away. 

It is a dial — ^which points out 
The sunset as it moves about. 
And shadows out, in lines of light. 
The subtle stages of time's flight ; 
Till all-obscuring earth has laid 
His body in perpetual shade. 
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It is a weary interlude 
Wliich doth short joys, long woes, include ; 
The world the stage, the prologue tears, 
The acts vain hopes and varied fears : 
The scene shuts up with ceasing breath, 
And leaves no epilogue but death. 




THE LAW OF MERCY. 

|IS written with the pen of heavenly 
love 
On every heart which skill Divine 
has moulded, 
A transcript from the statute-book above, 

Where angels read their Sovereign's will unfolded. 

It bids us seek the holes where famine lurks, 

Clutching the hoarded crust with trembling 
fingers ; 

Where toil in damp unwholesome caverns works. 
Or with strained eyeballs o'er the needle lingers. 

It bids us stand beside the dying bed 

Of those about to quit the world for ever ; 

Smooth the tossed piUow, prop the sinking head, 
Cheer the heart-broken, whom death hastes to 
sever. 



A City Hymn. 13 

It bids us tell the tempted that the joy 

Of guilt indulged will change ere long to sorrow ; 

The draught of sickly sweetness soon will cloy, 
And pall upon the sated taste to-morrow. 

And those who copy thus Christ's life on earth. 
Feeding the poor, and comforting the weeper, 

"Will all receive a meed of priceless worth. 
When ripely gathered by the heavenly reaper. 




A CITY BYMN. 

)T in the solitude 

Alone may man commune with Heaven, 
or see, 
Only in savage wood 
And sunny vale the present Deity ; 

Or only hear His voice 
Where the wiuds whisper, and the waves rejoice. 

Even here do I behold 
Thy steps, Almighty ! — ^here amidst the crowd 

Through the great city rolled, 
With everlasting murmur, deep and loud — 

Choking the ways that wind 
'Mongst the proud piles, the work of human-kind. 
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Thy golden sunshine comes 
From the roiind heaven, and on their dwellings lies, 

And lights their inner homes ; 
For them Thou fill'st with air the unbounded skies, 

And givest them the stores 
Of ocean, and the hanrests of its shores. 

Thy Spirit is around, 
Quickening the restless mass that sweeps along ; 

And this eternal sound — 
Voices and footfiEdls of the numberless throng — 

Like the resounding sea, 
Or like the rainy tempest, speaks of Thee. 

And when the hours of rest 
Come, like a calm upon the mid-sea brine. 

Hushing its billowy breast. 
The quiet of that moment, too, is Thine ; . 

It breathes of Him who keeps 
The vast and helpless city while it sleeps. 



EEST FOE THE WEAEY. 

)T long, not long! The spirit-wasting 
fever 
Of this strange life shall quit each 
throbbing vein ; 
And this wild pulse flow placidly for ever ; 
And endless peace relieve the burning brain. 




Rest for the Weary. 15 

Earth's joys are but a dream ; its destiny 
Is but decay and death. Its direst form 

Sunshine and shadow mixed. Its brightest day 
A rainbow braided on the wreaths of storm. 

Yet there is blessedness that changeth not ; 

A rest with God, a life that cannot die ; 
A better portion, and a brighter lot ; 

A home with Christ, a heritage on higL 

Hope for the hopeless, for the weary rest, 
More gentle than the still repose of even ! 

Joy for the joyless, bliss for the unblest ; 
Homes for the desolate in yonder heaven ! 

The tempest makes returning calm more dear ; 

The darkest midnight makes the brightest star ; 
Even so to us, when all is ended here, 

Shall be the past, remembered from a&r. 

Then welcome change and death ! since these alone 
Can break life's fetters, and dissolve its spell ; 

Welcome all present change, which speeds us on 
So swift to that which is unchangeable. 
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THE EEFUGE. 

|!ND art thou desponding, and lonely, and 
lomi 
And art thou a wanderer, and weary 
and worn 1 

And dost thou look forward the wide world to roam 
In sorrow and sadness 1 and hast thou no home 1 

Has the wild ass a refuge when worn and oppressed? 
Can the stork of the desert repose on her nest ? 
Has the night-bird her bower, and the lion his lair 1 
And hast thou no home in this wide world of care 1 

yes ! there's a Saviour who suffered and died 
For the worn and the weary, and He can provide 
The wanderer a welcome, though long he may roam. 
The friendless a friend, and the homeless a home. 

Submit to His guidance, for He can control 
The sins and the sorrows that burden thy soul ; 
The storm and the whirlwind. His creatures are 

they, 
And the proud waves of ocean His whispers obey. 

Trust thou in His mercy ; His goodness can save 
From the terrors of death, and redeem from the 

grave; 
He shall lighten thy pathways when dark they 

appear. 
And remove thee to heaven, and thy home shall be 

there. 



Ever Eemembered, 17 




EVEE EEMEMBEEED. 

|P and away, like tlie dew of tlie morning, 
Soaring from earth to its home in the 
siin — 
So let me steal away, gently and lovingly, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Hy name, and my place, and my tomb, all forgotten. 
The brief race of time well and patiently run ; 

So let me pass away, peacefully, silently, 
Only remembered by what I have done. 

Gladly away from this toil would I hasten. 
Up to the crown that for me has been won ; 

XJnthought of by man in rewards or in praises. 
Only remembered by what I have dona 

Up and away, like the odours of sunset, 

That sweetens the twilight as darkness comes on ; 

So be my life — & thing felt but not noticed. 
And I but remembered by what I have dona 

Yes, like the fragrance that wanders in freshness. 
When the flowers that it came from are closed up 
and gone ; 
So would I be to this world's weary dwellers, 
Only remembered by what I have dona 

c 
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I^eeds there the praise of the love-written record. 
The name and the epitaph graved on the stone 1 

The things we have lived for, let them be our story, 
"We ourselves but remembered by what we have 
done. 

I need not be missed, if my life has been bearing 
(As its summer and autumn moved silently on) 

The bloom, and the fruit, and the seed of its season ; 
I shall still be remembered by what I have done. 

I need not be missed, if another succeed me. 
To reap down those fields which in spring I have 
sown; 
He who ploughed and who sowed is not missed by 
the reaper, 
He is only remembered by what he has done» 




A SABBATH HYM^. 

I EIGHT shadows of true rest; some shoots 
of bliss ! 

Heaven once a week ; 
The next world's gladness prepossessed 
in this; 

A day to seek 
Eternity in time ; the steps by which 

We climb above all ages ; lamps that light 
Man through his heap of dark days ; and the rich 
And full redemption of the whole week's fiight : 



The Song of the Stars. 19 

The ptdleys unto headlong man ; time's hower ; 

The narrow way; 
Transplanted paradise ; Grod's walking hour ; 

The cool o' the day ; 
The creature's juhilee ; God's parle with dust ; 
Heaven here; man on those hills of myrrh, of 
flowers ; 
Angels descending ; the returns of trust ; 

A gleam of glory after six days' showers ; 
The Church's love-feasts ; time's prerogative 

And interest 
Deducted from the whole ; the combs and hive, 

And home of rest ; 
The milky- way chalked out with suns ; a clue 
That guides through erring hours, and in full 
story; 
A taste of Heaven on earth ; the pledge and cue 
Of a full feast, and the out-courts of glory. 




THE SO:Pf G OF THE STAES. 



N the radiant mom of creation broke. 



And the world in the smile of God awoke. 
And the empty realms of darkness and 
death 
Were moved through their depths by His mighty 

breath. 
And orbs of beauty and spheres of flame 
From the void abyss by myriads came, — 
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In the joy of youth as they darted away, 
Through the widening wastes of space to play. 
Their silver voices in chorus rang, 
And this was the song the bright ones sang : 

" Away, away, through the wide, wide sky. 
The fair blue fields that before us lie, — 
Each sun with the worlds that round him roll. 
Each planet, poised on her turning pole ; 
With her isles of green, and her clouds of white, 
And her waters that lie like fluid light 

" For the source of glory uncovers his face. 
And the brightness overflows unbounded space ; 
And we drink as we go the luminous tides 
In our. ruddy air and our blooming sides ; 
Lo, yonder the living splendours play ; 
Away, on our joyous path, away ! 

" Look, look, through our glittering ranks afar. 
In the infinite azure, star after star. 
How they brighten and bloom as they swiftly pass ! 
How the verdure runs o'er each rolling mass ! 
And the path of the gentle winds is seen. 
Where the small waves dance, and the young woods 
lean. 

** And see where the brighter day-beams pour, 
How the rainbows hang in the sunny shower ; 
And the mom and eve, with their pomp of hues. 
Shift o'er the bright planets and shed their dews ; 
And 'twixt them both, o'er the teeming ground. 
With her shadowy cone the night goes round ! 



"Be ye therefore ready." 21 

" Away, away ! in our blossoming bowers, 
In the soft air wrapping these spheres of ours, 
In the seas and fountains that shine with mom, 
See, Love is brooding, and Life is bom. 
And breathing myriads are breaking £rom night. 
To rejoice, like us, in motion and light 

" Glide on in your beauty, ye youthful spheres, 

To weave the dance that measures the years ; 

Glide on, in the glory and gladness sent. 

To the fEtrthest wall of the firmament, — 

The boundless visible smile of Him, 

To the veil of whose brow your lamps are dim." 




«BE YE THEEEFOEE EEADY." 

I HE world is very evil ; 

The times are waxing late 
Be sober and keep vigil ; 
The Judge is at the gate : 
The Judge that comes in mercy. 

The Judge that comes with might. 
To terminate the evil. 

To diadem the right 
When the just and gentle Monarch 

Shall summon from the tomb. 
Let man, the guilty, tremble, 
Fqr Man, the God, shall doom. 



i 
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Arise, arise, good Chnstian, 

Let right to wrong succeed ; 
Let penitential sorrow 

Tp heavenly gladness lead ; 
To the light that hath no evening, 

That knows nor moon nor sun. 
The light so new and golden. 

The light that is but one. 

And when the Sole-Begotten 

Shall render up once more 
The kingdom to the Father, 

"Whose own it was before — 
Then glory yet unheard of 

Shall shed abroad its ray, 
Eesolving all enigmas. 

An endless Sabbath ,day. 

Then, then from his oppressors 

The Hebrew shall go free. 
And celebrate in triumph 

The year of Jubilee ; 
And the sunlit land that recks not 

Of tempest nor of fight. 
Shall fold within its bosom 

Each happy Israelite. 

The Home of fadeless splendour^ 
Of flowers that fear no thorn. 

Where they shall dwell as children. 
Who here as exiles mourn. 
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'Midst power that knows no limit, 

And wisdom free from bound, 
The Beatific Vision 

Shall glad the Saints around : 
The peace of all the faithful, 

The calm of all the blest, 
Inviolate, unvaried, 

Divinest, sweetest, best. 

Yes, peace ! for war is needless — 
And calm, for storm is past — 

And goal £rom finished labour. 
And anchorage at last. 

That peace — ^but who may claim it 1 
The guileless in their way. 

Who keep the ranks of battle, 

• Who mean the thing they say : 

The peace that is for Heaven, 

And shall be for the earth : 
The palace that re-echoes 

With festal song and mirth ; 
The garden, breathing spices, 

The Paradise on high ; 
Grace beautified to glory. 

Unceasing minstrelsy. 

There nothing can be feeble. 

There none can ever mourn. 
There nothing is divided. 

There nothing can be torn : 



I 
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'Tis fury, ill, and scanda!, 
'Tis peaceless peace below ; 

Peace, endless, strifeless, ageless. 
The halls of Zion know. 

happy, holy portion, 

Eefection for the hlest ; 
True vision of true beauty, 

True cure of the distrest ! 
Strive, man, to win that glory ; 

Toil, man, to gain that light ; 
Send hope before to grasp it. 

Till hope be lost in sight : 
Till Jesus gives the portion 

Those blessed souls to fill. 
The insatiate, yet satisfied, 

The full, yet craving stilL 



QUESTION AND ANSWER 



ATUEE, whence sprang thy glorious 

flame) 
— ^My Maker called me, and I came. 



Sun, what makes thy beams so bright 1 
—The Word that said, "Let there be Ught" 

Light, thy subtle essence who may know 1 
'--Ask not ; for all things but myself I show. 
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Ocean, what law thy chainless waves confined 1 
— That which in reason's limits holds thy mind. 

Winds, whence and whither do ye blow 1 
— Thou must be bom again to know. 

Stars, wherefore do ye rise 1 

— To light thy spirit to the skies. 

Flowers, wherefore do ye bloom 1 

— We strew thy pathway to the tomb. 

What is yon arch which everywhere I see 1 
— The sign of omnipresent Deity. 

Bow in the cloud, what token dost thou bear 1 
— ^That justice still cries ** Strike," and mercy, 
"Spare." 

Time, whither dost thou flee 1 
— ^I travel to eternity. 

Eternity, what art thou, — say 1 

— Time past, time present, time to come — ^to-day. 

Ye Dead, where can your dwelling be ? 

— The house for all the living ;— come and see. 

O life, what is thy breath 1 
— A vapour lost in death. 

O Death, how ends thy strife 1 
— ^In everlasting life. 

O Grave, where is thy victory 1 

— Ask Him who rose again for thee. 

4 
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THE THEEE GUESTS. 

Kl^OCKma at the castle gate 

"When the hloom was on the tree, 
And the ybuthful master, all elate, 
HimseK came forth to sea 
A jocund lady waited there. 

Gay was her robe, of colours rare, 
Her tresses bright to the zephyr streamed, 
And her car on its silver axle gleamed. 
Like the gorgeous -barge of that queen of yore, 
Whose silken sail and flashing oar 
Sparkling Cydnus proudly bore. 
The youth, enraptured at her smile. 
And won by her enchanting wile 

And flatteries vain. 
Welcomed her in, with all her train. 
Placing her in the chiefest seat, 
While as a vassal at her feet 
He knelt, and paid her homage sweet. 
She decked his halls with garlands gay. 
Bidding the sprightly viol play. 
Till by her magic power 
Day turned to night, and night to day. 
For every fleeting hour 
Bowed to Pleasure as its queen ; 
And so, that siren guest, of mirthful mien, 
Lingered till the vernal ray 
And summer's latest rose had sighed itself away. 
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A ENOOKiNO at tlie gate ! 
And the lordling of the hall, 
A strong and bearded man withal. 
Held parley at the threshold-stone, 
In the pomp of his estate. 
And then the warder's horn was blown, 
The ponderous bolts drawn one by one. 
And slowly in, with sandals torn. 
Came a pilgrim, travel-worn. 
A burden at his back he bare. 
And coldly said, " My name is Care ! " 
Plodding and weary years he brought. 
And a pillow worn with ceaseless thought ; 

And bade his votary ask of Fame, 
Or "Wealth, or wild Ambition's claim. 
Payment for the toil he taught. 
But dark with dregs was the cup he quaffed. 

And 'mid his harvest proud 
The mocking tare looked up and laughed 

Till his haughty heart was bowed. 
And wrinkles on his forehead hung, and o'er his 
path a cloud. 

Again, a knocking at the gate 
At the wintry eventide. 
And querulous was the voice that cried, 

" Who Cometh here so late 1 " 
" Ho ! rouse the sentinel from his sleep, 
Strict guard at every loop-hole keep ! " 
And " man the towers ! " he would have said. 
But, alas 1 his early Mends were dead, 



i 
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And his eagle glance was awed. 
And a frost that never thawed 

Had settled on his head. 
But that thundering at the gate 
From mom till midnight late, 

Knew no rest. 
And a boding tone of &te, 
Like an owlet's cry of hate, 

Chilled Ms breast 
Yet he raised the palsied hand. 
And, eager, gave command 
To repel the threatening guest 
So the Esculapian band, 
In their armour old and tried. 
Were summoned to his side. 
And the watchful nurses came. 
Whose lamp, like vestal fame, 
I^'ever died. 
But the tottering bulwarks their trust betrayed. 
And the old man groaned as a breach was made ; 
Then through the chasm a skeleton foot 

Forced its way, 
And a fleshless hand to a shaft was put. 
And he was clay. 




A Sacramental Hymn. 29 




A SACRAMEISTTAL HYMN. 

BREAD to pilgrims given, 

O food that angels eat, 
manna sent from heaven, 
For heaven-bom natures meet ! 
Give us, for Thee long pining. 

To eat till richly fiUed, 
Till, earth's delights resigning, 
Our every wish is stilled. 

water, life-bestowing. 

From out the Saviour's heart, 
A fountain purely flowing, 

A fount of love Thou art ! 
Oh let us, freely tasting, 

Our burning thirst assuage; 
Thy sweetness, never wasting. 

Avails from age to aga 

Jesus, this feast receiving, 

We Thee unseen adore ; 
Thy faithful word beHeving, 

We take, — ^and doubt no more ! 
Give us. Thou true and loving, 

On earth to live in Thee, 
Then, death the veil removing, 

Thy glorious face to see. 
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THE TWO ANGEL& 

I WO Angels, one of Life and one of Death, 
Passed o'er our village as the morning 
broke ; 
The dawn was on their &ces, and beneath, 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of smoke. 

Their attitude and aspect were the same : 
Alike their features and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with flame, 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with deep fear and doubt oppressed, 
" Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray 

The place where thy belovfed are at rest ! " 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels. 
Descending at my door began to knock ; 

And my soul sank within me, as in wells 

The waters sink before an earthquake's shock. 

I recognized the nameless agony. 

The terror and the tremor and the pain. 

That oft before had filled or haunted me, 

And now returned with threefold strength again. 



The Two Angels. 31 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest. 

And listened, for I thought I heard Grod's voice ; 

And, knowing whatsoe'er He sent was best, 
Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice. 



Then with a smile, that filled the house with light, 
** My errand is not Death, but Life," he said ; 

And, ere^I answered, passing out of sight, 
On his celestial embassy he sped« 

'Twas at thy door, friend ! and not at mine, 
The angel with the amaranthine wreath. 

Pausing, descended, and with voice divine. 

Whispered a word that had a sound like DeatL 

Then fell upon the house a sudden gloom, 
A shadow on those features fair and thin ; 

And softly from that hushed and darkened room. 
Two Angels issued, where but one went in. 

All is of Grod ! If he but wave His Hand, 
The mists collect, the rain falls thick and loud, 

TiU, with a smile of light on sea and land, 
Lo 1 He looks back from the departing cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are His ; 

Without His leave they pass no threshold o'er ; 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this, 

Against His messengers to shut the door ? 
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THE MAERIAGE VOW. 

[PEAK it not lightly — ^'tis a holy thing, 
A bond existing through long distant 
years, 
When joy o'er thine abode is hoveling, 
Or when thine eye is wet with bitterest tears, 
Eecorded by an angel's pen on high, 
And must be questioned in eternity. 

Speak it not lightly ! — ^though the young ai^d gay 
Are thronging round thee now with tones of mirth, 

Let not the holy promise of to-day 

Fade like the clouds that with the mom have 
birth; 

But ever bright and sacred may it be, 

Stored in the treasure-cell of memory. 

Life will not prove all sunshine ; — ^there will come 
Dark hours for alL Oh, will ye, when the night 

Of sorrow gathers thickly round your home, 
Love, as ye did in times when calm and bright 

Seemed the sure path ye trod, untouched by care, 

And deemed the future, like the present, fedr i 

« 

Eyes that now beam with health may yet grow dim, 
And cheeks of rose forget their early glow ; 

Languor and pain assail each active limb. 
And lay, perchance, some worshipped beauty low; 

Then will ye gaze upon the altered brow. 

And love as fondly, faithfully, as now ) 
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Should Fortune trown on your defenceless head, 
Should stonns o'ertake your bark on life's dark 
sea, 

Fierce tempests rend the sail so gaily spread 
When Hope her siren strain sang joyously, 

Will ye look up, though clouds your sky o'ercast. 

And say, tooetheb we will bide the blast i 

Age with its silvery locks conies stealing on. 

And brings the tottering step, the furrowed cheek. 

The eye from which each lustrous gleam hath gone. 
And the pale lip^ with accents low and weak ; 

Will ye then think upon your life's gay prime. 

And, smiling, bid Love triumph over time i 

Speak it not lightly ! — oh, beware ! beware ! 

'Tis no vain promise, no unmeaning word ; 
Lo ! men and angels list the faith ye swear. 

And by the High and Holy One 'tis heard ; — 
Oh, then kneel humbly at His altar now, 
And pray for strength to keep the Marriage Vow. 
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THE THOUGHT OF LIGHT. 



N'AMELESS man, amid the ciovd 

That thronged the daily mart, 
Let &U a word of light and love 
Unstudied &om the heart. 



The thought upon the tumult tliTown, 

The transitoiy breath. 
Has raised a brother iroia the dust, 

And saved a soul from death. 

thought of light ! breath of love ! 

Even though at random cast ! 
How httle wert thou at the first — 

How mighty at the last ! 




I'm going Home. 35 




THOU HAST BEEN MY EEFUGE. 

H, strange infirmity, to think 
That He will leave my soul to sink 

In darkness and distress, 
Who has appeared in times of old, 
Who saved me when the billows rolled. 
And cheered me with His grace. 

What sweeter pledge could God bestow 
Of help in future scenes of woe, 

Than grace already given 1 
But unbelief, that hateful thing. 
Oft makes me sigh, when I should sing 

Of confidence in Heaven. 




I'M GOING HOME. 

I'M going home! — ^prepare thy bridal 
wreath, 
My Saviour bids my happy spirit 
come : 

Damp not with tears the Christian's bed of death, 

Eejoice ! — ^I'm going homa 

Earth has its cares : for threescore years and ten 
My lot has been through thorny paths to roam. 
I wotdd not tread those desert plains again ; — 

Kejoice ! — I'm going home. 



4 
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The dove hatli found her rest, the storm-tossed found 

A place of refuge from the dashing foam 
Of grief s wild billows ; thither am I bound. 

Joy ! joy !— I'm going home ! 



Earth's flowers all fade — there fadeless beauties 
bloom ; 
Earth's sunniest light is shaded by the tomb ; 
Earth's loves all slumber in the vault below ; 

Death dwells not in that home. 

I see the city of the blest on high, 

With the freed spirit's ken. I come — ^I come ! 
Ye calling voices ! catch my heart's reply : 

Home — ^home ! I'm going home ! 




THE END OF AEFLICTIOK 

HE gloom of the night adds a charm to 
the mom. 
Stem winter the spring-time endears ; 
And the darker the cloud on which it is 
drawn. 
The brighter the rainbow appears. 

So trials and sorrows the Christian prepare 
For the rest that remaineth above ; 

On earth tribulation awaits him, but there 
The smile of unchangeable love. 
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A PSALM OF LIFE. 

ELL me not, in mournful numbers, 
" Life is but an empty dream ! " 
For tbe soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! Life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal ; 
" Dust thou art, to dust retumest," 

Was not spoken of the souL 

I^'ot enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Find us fietrther than to-day. 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting. 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dimib, driven cattle ! 

Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant ! 

Let the dead Fast bury its dead ! 
Act — act in the living Present ! 

Heart within, and Gk>d o'erhead ! 



38 Lays of the Pious Minstrela 

Lives of great men all remind ns 
"We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time ; — 

Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother. 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us, then, be up and doing. 
With a heart for any fate ; 

Still achieving, still pursuing. 
Learn to labour and to wait. 




BEOTHEE, WE SHALL MEET AND EEST. 

HEEE the faded flower shall freshen. 

Freshen never more to fade ; 
Where the shaded sky shall brighten, 
Brighten never more to shade ; 
Where the sun-blaze never scorches ; 

^ Where the star-beams cease to chill ; 
Where no tempest stirs the echoes 

Of the wood, or wave, or hill : 
Where the mom shall wake in gladness. 

And the noon the joy prolong ; 
Where the daylight dies in fragrance, 
'Mid the burst of holy song : 

Brother, we shall meet and rest 
'Mid the holy and the blest ! 
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Where no shadow shall bewilder ; 

Where life's vain parade is o'er ; 
Where the sleep of sin is broken, 

And the dreamer dreams no more : 
Where no bond is ever sundered ; 

Partings, claspings, sob and moan, 
Midnight waking, twilight weeping. 

Heavy noontide, — ^all are done : 
Where the child has found its mother ; 

Where the mother finds the child ; 
Where dear fEunilies are gathered 

That: were scattered on the wild : 
Brother, we shall meet and rest 
'Mid the holy and the blest ! 



Where the hidden wound is healed ; 

Where the blighted life re-blooms ; 
Where the smitten heart the freshness 

Of its buoyant youth resumes ; 
Where the love that here we lavish 

On the withering leaves of time. 
Shall have fadeless flowers to fix on. 

In an ever spring-bright clime : 
Where we find the joy of loving 

As we never loved before. 
Loving on, unchilled^ unhindered, 

Loving once^and evermore : 

Brother, we shall meet and rest 
'Mid the holy and the blest ! 
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Where a Uasfced wodd shall Ini^^iteii 

TJndemeath a hhier spbesso. 
And a soften; gentler sunshine 

Shed its healing splendofur here : 
Where earth's hairen vales shall hlossom. 

Patting on their rohe of green ; 
And a purer, fiurer Eden 

Be where only wastes have heen : 
Where a King in kin^ j ^ory — 

Snch |» earth hath never known — 
Shall assume the righteous sceptre, 

Claim and wear the hoi j crown : 
Brother, we shall meet and rest 
'Mid the holy and the hlest ! 



A MIGHTY FOETRESS IS OUR GOD. 

Lnther^B "£in feste hmg irt mner Qott" 

MIGHTY fortress is our God, 

A good defence and armour. 

He helps ns freely horn our tronhle. 

Us asfiailJTig e'en to the present hour. 

The old had fiend now 

Eight zealously is plotting ; 

Great power and cunning 

Are his cruel equipping ; 

On earth there's not his equal . 
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With our own miglit is nothing done ; 
Quite soon are we in nusery cast down. 
There fights for us the righteous Man 
Whom Gk>d himself has chosen. 
Askest thou who He is f 
His name is Jesus Christ, 
The Lord of Sahaoth, 
And none else is God ; 
The field He must maintain. 

And though the world full of devils were, 

And they would swallow us quite up, 

Still would we not greatly fear — 

Success shall yet be ours. 

The Prince of this world. 

How fierce soe'er his blows. 

He against us still nothing does : 

This is because he's judged ; 

A little word can fell him. 

The word they have to let alone, 

And no thanks have they therefore ; 

He is with us upon the plain, 

With His Spirit and gifts ; 

Let them take from us bodily life. 

Goods, honour, child, and wife ; 

Let them go hence. 

They have nothing for their pains ; 

To us the Kingdom still remains. 



M 
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A TRADITIOl^ OF THE VAUDOI& 

Long before a Bible Society was thought of, the motrntaineen 
of the Yaudois went up and dowu in the character of pedlars, 
in order to distribute the Word of Grod. 

H ! lady fair, these silka of mine 

Are beautiful and rare, 
The richest web of Indian loom, 
Which Beauty's self might wear ; 
And these pearls are pure and mild to behold. 

And with radiant light they vie ; 
I have brought them with me a weary way, 
Will my gentle lady buy 1 " 

And the lady smiled on the worn old man. 

Through the dark and clustering curls 
Which veiled her brow, as she stooped to view 

His silks and glittering pearls. 
And she placed their price in the old man's hand. 

And lightly she turned away ; 
But she paused at the wanderer's earnest call, 

" My gentle lady, stay ! 

" Oh ! lady fair, I have yet a gem, 

Which a purer lustre flings 
Than the diamond-flash of the jewelled crown 

On the lofty brow of kings ; 
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A wonderfol pearl of exceeding price. 

Whose virtue shall not decay, 
Whose light shall be as a spell to thee, 

And a blessing on thj way ! " 

The lady glanced at the mirroring steel. 

Where her youthful form was seen. 
Where her eyes shone clear and her dark locks waved 

Her clasping pearls between ; 
" Bring forth thy pearl of exceeding worth. 

Thou traveller grey and old. 
And name the price of thy precious gem. 

And my pages shall count the gold ! " 

The cloud went off the pilgrim's brow. 

As a small and meagre book, 
IJnchased by gold or diamond gem. 

From his folding robe he took ; 
** Here, lady feir, is the pearl of price. 

May it prove as such to thee ! 
Nay, keep thy gold, I ask it not. 

Far the Word of God is free!'' 

The hoary traveller went his way. 

But the gift he left behind 
Hath had its pure and perfect work 

On the high-bom maiden's mind ; 
And she hath turned from her pride of sin 

To the loveliness of truth. 
And given her human heart to God 

In the beauteous homr of youtL 
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And slie liatli left tHe old grej halls 

Where an evil faith had power, 
And the courtly knights of her father's train, 

And the maidens of her bower ; 
And she hath gone to the Yaudois vale, 

By lordly feet iintrod. 
Where the poor and needy of earth are rich 

In the perfect love of Grod ! 




ALL WOEK IS HOLY. 



OKK while life is given ; 

Faint not, although 'tis hard ; 
Work is the will of Heaven, 

And peace is the reward ! 
All work is Holy. 



What though thy lot be hidden. 
And proud ones pass thee by; 

Feel duty as God-bidden, 
Act as beneath ELis eye ! 

For work is Holy. 

Cleave to thy humble place, 
: Ennoble it with thy zeal ; 
Work with a manful grace. 
Make fruitless cumberers feel 
That work is Holy. 
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Scorn nonglit as plain or mean ; 

All with thy worth impress ; 
That all where thou hast been 

May day by day confess 

That wodc is Holy. 

Work while life is given. 

Nor shrink though hardship scars ; 
Tme suffering fits for Heaven, 

There Sm alone debars ! 

For work is Holy. 

Angels' ears now listen 

Thy earth-spumed plaintive tale ; 
Angels' eyes shall glisten. 

While they thy scars unveil ! 
For work is Holy. 

They'U know these are the proof 

That thou hast striven well ; 
Nor idly stood aloo^ 

While other brave ones fell ; 
For work is Holy. 

Work while life is given ; 

Pine not although 'tis hard ; 
Work is the will of Heaven, 

And peace is the reward ! 

All work is Holy. 



M 
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GIVE. 

|IYE PRAYERS : tlie evening hath begun ; 

Be earlier than the rising sun ; 

Remember those who feel the rod ; 

Remember those who know not GkxL 
£[is hand can boundless blessings give ; 
Breathe prayers, through them the soul shall live. 

Give alms : the needy sink with pain ; 

The orphans mourn, the crushed complain. 

Give freely ; hoarded gold is curst, 

A prey to robbers and to rust. 

Christ, through ELis poor, a claim doth make : 

Give gladly f for thy Saviour's sake. 

Give books : they live when you are dead ; 
Light on the darkened mind they shed : 
Good seed they sow from age to age, 
Through all this mortal pilgrimage. 
They nurse the germ of holy trust ; 
They wake untired when you are dust. 

Give smiles : to cheer the little child, 

A stranger on this thorny wild : 

It bringeth love, its guard to be — 

It, helpless, asketh love from thee. 

Howe'er by fortune's gifts unblest. 

Give smiles to childhood's guiltless breast. 



The Day of Ee-appeaxing. 47 

Give words, kind words, to those who err ; 
Eemorse much needs a comforter. 
Though in temptation's wiles they fiBdl, 
Condemn not — ^we are sinners alL 
With the sweet charity of speech, 
Giye words that heal, and words that teacL 

Give thought, give energy y to themes 
That perish not like folly's dreams. 
' H$ffk ! £rom the islands of the sea, 
The missionary cries to thee : 
To aid him on a heathen soU, 
Give thoughts, give energy, give toil 




THE DAY OF EE-APPEAMNG. 

star is not extinguished, when it sets 
Upon the dull horizon ; it but goes 
To shine in other skies, then re-appear 
In ours, as fresh as when it first arose. 

The river is not lost, when o'er the rock 
It pours its flood into the abyss below : 

Its scattered force re-gathering from the shock, 
It hastens onward, with yet fuller flow. 

The bright sun dies not, when the shadowing orb 
Of the eclipsing moon obscures its ray : 

It still is shining on ; and soon to us 
Will burst undimmed into the joy of day. 
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The lilj dies not, wlien both flower and leaf 

Fade, and are strewed upon the chill sad ground : 

Gone down for shelter to its mother-earth, 
Twill rise, re-hloom, and shed its fragrance round. 

The dewdrop dies not, when it leaves the flower, 
And passes upward on the beam of mom ; 

It does but hide itself in light on high, 
To its loved flower at twilight to return. 

The fine gold has not perished, when the flame 
Seizes upon it with consuming glow ; 

In freshened splendour it comes forth anew. 
To sparkle on the monarch's throne or brow. 

Thus nothing dies, or only dies to live :r~ 

Star, stream, sun, flower, the dewdrop, and the 
gold; 

Each goodly thing, instinct with buoyant hope, 
Hastes to put on its purer, finer mould. 

So in the quiet joy of kindly trust, 
We bid each parting saint a brief &reweU ; 

Weeping, yet smiling, we commit their dust 
To the safe keeping of the silent celL 

Softly within that peacefcd resting-place 

We place their wearied limbs ; and bid the clay 

Press lightly on them, till the night be past^ 
And the far east give note of coming day. 



Thy Neighbour. 49 

The day of re-appearing ! how it speeds ! 

He who is true and faithful speaks the word ; 
Then shall we ever be with those we love — 

Then shall we be for ever with the Lord. 

The shout is heard ; the archangers Yoice goes forth ; 

The trumpet sounds ; the dead awake and sing ; 
The living put on glory ; one glad band, 

They hasten up to me^t their coming King. 

Short death and darkness ! Endless life and light ! 

Short dimming— endless shining, in yon sphere, 
Where all is incorruptible and pure — 

The joy without the pain, the smile without the 
tear. 




THY NEIGHBOUR 

HY neighboiur 1 it is he whom thou 
Hast power to aid and bless, 

Whose aching heart or burning brow 
Thy soothing hand may press. 



Thy neighbour 1 'tis the fainting poor, 
Whose eye with want is dim, 

Whom hunger sends froifi door to doo 
Go thou, and succour him. 

B 
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Thy neighbour 1 'tis that weary man. 
Whose years are at their brim, 

Bent low with sickness, cares, and pain- 
Go thou, and comfort him. 

Thy neighbour t 'tis the heart bereft 

Of every earthly gem ; 
"Widow and orphan, helpless left — 

Go thou, and shelter theuL 

Thy neighbour 1 yonder toiling slave, 
Fettered in thought and limb, 

Whose hopes are all beyond the grave — 
Go thou, and ransom him. 

Whene'er thou meet'st a human form 
Less favoured than thine own, 

Eemember 'tis thy neighbour worm, 
Thy brother, or thy son. 

Oh, pass not, pass not heedlessly. 

Perhaps thou canst redeem 
The breaking heart from misery ; 

Go, share thy lot with him. 





A Spring Concert. 51 

A SPEmG CONCEET. 

HEEE is a concert in tlie trees, 

There is a concert on the hill, 
There's melody in every breeze, 
And music in the murmuring rilL 
The shower is past, the winds are still, 

The fields are green, the flowerets spring, 
The birds, and bees, and beetles fill 
The air with harmony, and fling 
The rosied moisture of the leaves 

In firolic flight from wing to wing, 
Eretting the spider as he weaves 

Hifl airy web from bough to bough. 
In vain the little artist grieves 
Their joy in his destruction now. 

Alas that in a scene so fair 

The meanest being e'er should feel 
The gloomy shadow of despair. 

Or sorrow o'er his bosom steal ; 
But in a world where woe is real. 

Each rank in life and every day 
Must pain and suffering reveal. 

And wretched mourners in decay. 
When nations smile o'er battles won. 

When banners wave and streamers play, 
The lonely mother mourns her son. 

Left lifeless on the bloody clay. 
And the poor widow, all undone. 

Sees the wild revel with dismay. 
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The joyous spring and summer gay 

With perfumed gifts together meet^ 
And fix)m the rosy lips of May 

Breathe music soft and odours sweet ; 
And still my eyes delay my feet 

To gaze upon the earth and heaven, 
And hear the happy birds repeat 

Their anthems to the coming even. 
Yet is my pleasure incomplete, 

I grieve to think how few are given 
To feel the pleasures I possess ; 

While thousand hearts, by sorrow riven, 
Must pine in utter loneliness. 

Or be to desperation driven. 



Oh 1 could we find some happy land, 

Some Eden of the deep blue sea, 
By gentle breezes only faimed. 

Upon whose soil, from sorrow £ree, 
Grew only pure felicity ! 

Who would not brave the stormiest main 
Within that blissful Isle to be, 

Exempt from sight or sense of pain ? 
There is a land we cannot see, 

Whose joys no pen can e'er pourtray. 
And yet so narrow is the road. 

From it our spirits ever stray. 
Shed light upon that path, God, 

And lead us in the appointed way. 



A Mothers Love. 53 

Theie only joy sliall be complete^ 

More high than mortal thoughts can reach. 
For there the just and good shall meet, 

Pure in affection, thought, and speech ; 
Ko jealousy shall make a breach, 

Nor pain their pleasure e'er alloy ; 
There sunny streams of ^adness stretch, 

And there the very air is joy ; 
There shall the faithful, who relied 

On fEdthless love till life would cloy, 
And those who sorrowed till they died 

O'er earthly pain and earthly woe, 
See pleasure like a whehning tide 

From an unbounded ocean flow. 




A MOTHEE'S LOVE. 

|AST thou sounded the depths of yonder 
seay 
And counted the sands that under it be 1 
Hast thou measured the height of heaven 
above 1 
Then mayst thou mete out a mother's love. 

Hast thou talked with the blessed of leading on 
To the throne of God some wandering son ? 
Hast thou witnessed the angels' bright employ ? 
Then mayst thou speak of a mother's joy. 



54 Lays of the Pious Minstrels. 

Eyening and mom hast tkou watched the bee 
Gro forth on her errands of industiy % 
The bee for himseK hath gathered and toiled. 
But the mother's cares are all for her child. 

Hast thou gone with the traveller Thought a£aXy 
From pole to pole and ^m star to star ] 
Thou hast — ^but on ocean, earth, and sea, 
The heart of a mother has gone with thee. 

There is not a grand, inspiring thought. 
There is not a truth by wisdom taught. 
There is not a feeling pure and high. 
That may not be read in a mother's eye. 

And ever since earth began, that look 
Has been to the wise an open book 
To win them back from the love they prize. 
To the holier love that edifies. 

There are teachings in earth, and sky, and air,— 
The heavens the glory of God declare ; 
But louder than voice beneath, above 
He is heard to speak in a mother's love. 




Beax thy Brother^s Burden. 65 




BEAE THY BEOTHEE'S BUEDEN. 

S thy erase of comfort wasting ) 

Else and share it with another, 
And through all the years of feanine 
It shall serve thee and thy brother : 
Love Divine will fill thy storehouse, 

Or thy handful still renew ; 
Scanty iaxe for one will often 
Make a loyal feast for two. 

For the heaxt grows rich in giving j 

All its wealth is living grain ; 
Seeds, which mildew in the gamer, 

Scattered, fill with gold the plain. 
Is thy harden hard and heavy ] 

Do thy steps drag wearily 1 
Help to bear thy brother's harden ; 

Gted will bear both it and thee. 

I^amb and weary on the mountains, 

Woaldst thou sleep amidst the snowt 
Chafe that ^zen form beside thee. 

And together both shall glow. 
Art thou stricken in life's battle 1 

Many wounded round thee moan ; 
Lavish on their wounds thy balsams. 

And that balm shall heal thine own« 
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Is the heart a well left empty ? 

None but Gk)d its void can fQl ; 
Kothing but a ceaseless Fountain 

Can its ceaseless longings stilL 
Is the heart a living power 1 

Self-entwined, its strength sinks low ; 
It can only live in loving, 

And by serving love will grow. 




HOME OF THE BLEST. 

HEN" never tear shall fall. 

The heart shall ne'er be cold ; 

And life's rich tree shaU teem for al^ 
With fruit ^^more golden &r than 
gold." 

Then those we lost below 

Once more we shall infold ; 
And there, with eyes undimmed by woe, 

The burning throne of Grod behold. 

There the pure sun-bow glows, 

Unaided by the shower : 
No thorn attends the Elysian rose, 

No shadow marks the blissfcd hour. 

There roU the streams of love. 

Beyond death's wintry power ; 
In light and song for aye they move. 

By many a blessed immortal's bower. 



**Thy will be done!'' 57 




«THT WILL BE DONE!" 

THOTJ whose lips can well repeat 
The Sayiour's prayer, nor deem'st deceit 
The while is lurking in thy heart, 
Pause, ere their memory shall depart. 

«Thy will be done ! "—and dost thou find. 
In the deep musings of thy mind, 
No fear, no hope, no passion there, 
Thou couldst not freely from thee tear ? 
And darest thou call upon thy God 
To try thee with His chastening rod. 
And round the wide world steadfast look, 
And find no ill thou canst not brook ? 
What ! couldst thou see the whirlwind come 
To tear thee from thy cherished home 1 
See the strong arm of death embrace 
The best beloved of all thy race ? 
See, undeserved, an evil fame 
Attaint thy long unsullied name ) 
Feel slow-consuming sickness break 
Thy mind, now impotent and weak ; 
Yet not one murmur 1 — If but one. 
Thou must not say, "Thy will be done ! " 

No : rather, ere thy spirit dare 
Adopt the Saviour's fervent prayer, 
The Saviour's spirit earnest seek, 
Enduring, patient, firm, and meek. 
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Gro, seek of Gkxi a heavenly mind. 
Active, like His — ^Hke His, resigned : 
Pray, that thy veiy prayer may bring 
"No hated, no unwelcome thing : 
Pray that the will of Heaven may he 
Health, joy, and all things else to thee ; 
And, thus the work of prayer begun. 
Thou well mayst say, "Thy will be done," 




"GOD 13 GOOD.'* 

OD is good ! each perfamed flower. 
The smiling fields, the dark green 
woods. 
The insect fluttering for an hour, — 
All things proclaim that " Gk)d is good.** 

I hear it in the rushing wind : 

Hills that have for ages stood. 
And clouds, with gold and silver lihed^ 

All stiU repeat that " Gk)d is good." 

Each little rill, which many a year 
Has the same verdant course pursued ;• 

And every bird, in accents clear. 
Joins in the song that " Grod is good." 



The Sweetness of Prayer. 59 

Countless hosts of twinkling stars, 
Which e'en the keenest sight elude ; 

The rising sun each day declares, 
In rays of light, that " Gk)d is good." 

The restless main, with haughty roar, 
Cahns each wild wave and billow rude ; 

Betreats, submissive, &om the shore. 
And joins the chorus, " Grod is good." 

The moon, that walks in brightness, says 
That " (Jod is good : " and man, endued 

With power to speak his Maker's praise, 
Should still repeat that '^ Gk)d is good." 




THE SWEETNESS OF PRAYER 

Y Grod, is any hour so sweet. 

From blush of mom to evening star, 
As that which calls me to Thy feet — 
The hour of prayer ! 

Blest be that tranquil hour of mom. 

And blest that hour of solemn eve. 
When, on the wings of prayer upborne, 
' The world I leave ! 

For then a dayspring shines on me. 

Brighter than mom's ethereal glow ; 
And richer dews descend from Thee, 

Than earth can know 1 
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Then is my strength by Thee lenewed ; 
Then are my sins by Thee forgiven ; 
Then dost Thou cheer my solitude 

With hopes of heaven. 

Words cannot tell what blest relief 
Here for my every want I find ! 
What strength for warfare, balm for grief! 

What peace of mind ! 

Hushed is each doubt — gone every fear — 

My spirit seems in heaven to stay ; 
And e'en the penitential tear 

Is wiped away ! 

Oh ! till I reach yon peacefal shore, 

No privilege so dear shall be, 
As thus my inmost soul to pour 

In prayer to Thee ! 



LOVE TO GOD. 

IIJS shalt thou love the Almighty 
Lord — 
With all thy heart, and soul, and 
mind." 

So speaks to man that sacred Word 
For counsel and reproof designed. 




Love to God. 61 

'" 'With an thy HBABi " — no idol thing, 
Though close around the heart it twine, 

IQb interposing shade must fling, 
To darken that pirn love of thine. 

** With all thy motd " — each varied power, 

CraatiTe fancy, muaings high. 
And thooghta that glance 'behind, before, 

Theee mnat lel^on sanctify. 

" With SOUL and erassaTB " — thy daya of ease, 
While Tigoui nerves each yonthfiil limb. 

And hope and joy, and health and peace. 
All most be &eely brought to HinL 

Thoa Pover Snpreme, in whom we move, 
Touohsafe Thy eervants, in their day. 

The mind to adore, the heart to love. 
And strength to serve Thee, while they may. 
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HEAVEJS" OUE HOMK 

HEEE is an hour of peaceful lest^ 
To moumiiig wanderers given j 
There is a tear for souls distressed, 
A bahn for every wounded breast— 
'Tis found above — ^in beaveir! 

There is a soft, a downy bed, 

TKs fair as breath of even ; 
A couch for weary mortals spread, 
Where they may rest the aching head. 

And find repose — in heaven i 

There is a home for weary souls, 

% sin and sorrow driven ; 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals. 
Where storms arise, and ocean roUs^ 

And all is drear — ^but heaven ! 

There faith lifts up the tearful eye. 

The heart with anguish riven ; 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene — in heaven ! 

There fragrant flowers immortal bloom. 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom : 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn— of heaven ! 



« He careth for you.** 63 




«HE CAEETH FOE YOIT." 

SWEET it is to know, to feel, 

In all our gloom, our wanderings here, 

ITo night of soirow can conceal 

Me from Thy notice, from Thy care. 



When disciplined by long distress, 

And led through paths of fear and woe, 

Bay, dost Thou love Thy children less 1 
ITo^ ever gracious Father, no. 

Then let my trembling soul be still. 
Thy purpose though I may not see, 

And wait Thy wise, Thy holy will ; 
All must be well, since ruled by Thee. 




i 
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THE BEIDEGEOOM COMETH. 

EJOICE, rejoice, believers ! 

And let your Hghts appear ; 
The eyening is advancing, 
The darker night is near. 
The Bridegroom is arising ; 

And soon will He draw nigh : 
Up ! pray, and watch, and wrestle, 
At midnight comes the ciy. 

See that your lamps are burning, 

Eeplenish them with oil ; 
Look now for your salvation, 

The end of sin and toil 
The watchers on the mountain 

Proclaim the Bridegroom near ; 
Gk), meet Him as He cometh^ 

With hallelujahs clear. 

Oh ! wise and holy virgins, 

Now raise your voices higher. 
Till, in your jubilations, 

Ye meet the angel-choir. 
The Marriage Eeast is waiting. 

The gates wide open stand ; 
Up, up, ye heirs of glory. 

The Bridegroom is at hand. 



When is the Time for Rayer? 65 

Our hope and expectation, 

Jesu, now appear ; 
Arise, Thou Sun so looked for, 

O'er this benighted sphere ! 
With hearts and hands uplifted, 

We plead, Lord, to see 
The day of our redemption, 

And ever he with Thee ! 




WHEN IS THE TIME FOE PRAYEE1 

HEN" is the time for prayer 1 
With the first beam that lights the 

morning sky. 
Ere for the toils of day thou dost prepare, 
' Lift up thy thoughts on high. 
Commend thy loved ones to His watchful care : 
Mom is the time for prayer. 

And in the noontide hour, 
If worn by toil, or by sad cares opprest. 
Then unto Ood thy spirit's sorrow pour. 

And He will give thee rest ; 
Thy voice shall reach Him through the fields of air : 

Noon is the time for prayer. 
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When the bright sun hath set — 
While eve's bright colours deck the goigeous skies ; 
When with the loved at home again thou'st met, 

Then let thy prayer arise. 
For those who in thy joys and sorrows share : 

Eve is the time for prayer. 

And when the stars> come forth. 
When to the trusting heart sweet hopes are given. 
And the deep stiUness of the hour gives birth 

To pure, bright beams of heaven — 
Eneel to thy God, ask strength life's ills to bear : 

M'ight is the time for prayer. 

When is the time for prayer 1 
In every hour that life is spared to thee:— 
In crowds or solitude, in joy or care. 

Thy thoughts should heavenward flee ; 
At home, at mom and eve, with loved ones there. 

Bend thou the knee in prayer. 
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THE THEEE HOMES. 

HEEEistliyhomer' I asked a child. 

Who, in the morning air. 
Was twining flowers, most sweet and 
wild, 

In garlands for her hair. 
"My home," the happy heart replied. 

And smiled in childish glee, 
**Is on the sunny mountain's side, 
Where soft winds wander free." 
Oh,^ blessings Ml on artless youth. 

And all its rosy hours. 
When every word is joy and truth. 
And treasures live in flowers ! 

"Where is thy home ? " I asked of one 

Who bent with flushing face. 
To hear a warrior's tender tone. 

In the wild wood's secret place. 
She spoke not, but her varying cheek 

The tale might well impart ; 
The home of her young spirit meek 

Was in a kindred heart. 
Ah ! souls that well might soar above, 

-To earth will fondly cling, 
And build their hopes on human love. 

That light and fragile thing. 



4 
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" Where is thy home, thou lonely man 1 " 

I asked a pilgrim grey, 
Who came, with farrowed brow and wan, 

Slow musing on his way. 
He paused, and with a solemn mien 

Upturned his holy eyes, — 
" The land I seek thou ne'er hast seen : 

My home is in the skies ! " 




COME, YE DISCONSOLATR 

|OME, ye disconsolate where'er you 
languish. 
Come, at God's altar fervently kneel. 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here 
tell your anguish, 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal 

Joy of the desolate, light of the strajring, 
Hope when aU others die, fadeless and pure ; 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name saying, 
^^ Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heaL" 

Go ask the infidel what boon he brings us. 
What charm for aching hearts he can reveal. 

Sweet as that heavenly promise hope sings us, — 
Earth has no sorrow that Gk)d cannot heaL 



Faith Triumphant. 69 




FAITH TMUMPHAin:. 

AITH is the Clinstiaii's prop, 
Whereon his sorrows lean ; 
It is ^ the substance of his hope, 
His proof of things unseen." 
It is the anchor of his soul. 
When tempests rage and billows rolL 

Faith is the polar star 

That guides the Christian's bark ; 
Directs his wandering when afieur, 
To reach the holy ark. 
It points his course where'er he roam, 
And safely leads the pilgrim home. 

Faith is the rainbow's form. 

Hung on the brow of heaven ; 
The glory of the passing storm, 
The pledge of mercy given. 
It is the bright triumphal arch 
Through which the saints to glory marcL 

Faith is the mountain rock. 

Whose summit towers on high. 
Secure above the tempest's shock. 
An inmate of the sky. 
Fixed on a prize of greater worth. 
It views with scorn the things of eartL 
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The fjEuth whicli works by love. 

And purifies the heart, 
A foretaste of the joys shove 
To mortals can impart 
The Christian's faith is simply this — 
A passport to immortal hliss. 




DAEKNESS AND DAWN. 

I HE day has vanished, and the weary earth 
lies resting from a long day's toil and 
pain. 
And, looking for a new day's early birth, 
Seeks strength in slumber for its toil again. 

We, too, would rest ; but ere we close the eye 
Upon the consciousness of waking thought. 

Would calmly turn it to yon star-bright sky, 
And lift the soul to Him who slumbers not. 

Thou hast provided midnight's hour of peace, 
Thou stretchest over us the wing of rest ; 

With more than all a parent's tenderness, 
Eoldest us sleeping to Thy gentle breast. 

Grief flies away j care quits our easy couch. 
Till, wakened by Thy hand, when breaks the day — 

Like the lone prophet by the angel's touch — 
We rise to tread again our pilgrim way. 



The Pilgrim Church. 71 

God of our life ! God of each day and night ! 

Oh, keep us still till life's short race is run 1 
Until there dawns the long, long day of lights 

That knows no night, yet needs no star nor sun. 




THE PILGEIM CHX7ECH. 

AB down the ages now. 

Much of her journey done, 

The Pilgrim Church pursues her way, 
Until her crown be won. 

The story of the past 

Conies up before her view ; 
How well it seems to suit her still — 

Old, and yet ever new I 

It is the oft-told tale 

Of sin and weariness, 
Of grace and love yet flowing down. 

To pardon and to bles& 

No wider is the gate. 

No broader is the way. 
No smoother is the ancient path. 

That leads to life and day. 

No sweeter is the cup. 

No less our lot of ill ; 
'Twas tribidation ages since, 

Tis tribulation stilL 



i 
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No slacker grows the fight, 

No feebler is the foe, 
Ko less the need of armour tried, 

Of shield, and spear, and bow. 

Thus onward still we press. 
Through evil and through good. 

Through pain, and poverty, and want. 
Through peril and through blood. 

Still faithful to our God, 
And to our Captain true. 

We follow where He leads the way. 
The Kingdom in our view. 




WATT m HOPE. 

VEKY day hath toil and trouble, 

Every heart hath care : 
Meekly bear thine own full measure, 
And thy brother's share. 

Fear not, shrink not, though the burden 

Heavy to thee prove ! 
Gk)d shall fill thy mouth with gladness, 

And thy heart with love. 

Labour I and the seed thou sowest 

Water with thy tears ; 
God is faithful — He will give thee 

Answer to thy prayers. 



The Morning and Evening Light. 73 

Wait in hope ! thougli yet no Yerdiue 

Glad thy longing eyes. 
Thou shalt see the ripened harvest 

Gramered in the skies. 

Labour — ^wait ! though midnight shadows 

Gather round thee here. 
And the storms above thee lowering 

Fill thy heart with fear — 

Wait in hope ! the morning dawneth 

When the night is gone. 
And a peaceful rest awaits thee 

When thy work is done. 




THE MOENHf G AND EVENING LIGHT. 

HEN streaming from the eastern skies 
The morning light salutes mine eyes, 
Sun of Eighteousness divine, 
On me with beams of mercy shine I 

Oh, chase the clouds of guilt away, 

And turn my darkness into day. 

And when to Heaven's all-glorious King 
My morning sacrifice I bring. 
And, mourning o'er my guilt and shame. 
Ask mercy in my Saviour's name ; 
Then, Jesus, cleanse me with Thy blood. 
And be my advocate with God. 
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When each day's scenes and labours close. 
And wearied nature leeks repose. 
With pardoning mercy richly blest^ 
Guard me, my Saviour, while I rest : 
And as each morning sun shall rise. 
Oh, lead me onward to the skies. 

And at my life's last setting sun. 
My conflicts o'er, my labours done, 
Jesus, Thy heavenly radiance shed. 
To cheer and bless my dying bed ; 
And from death's gloom my spirit raise. 
To see Thy fsice, and sing Thy praise. 




BELOVED, "IT IS WELL." 

ELOVED,«itisweU!" 

God's ways are always right ; 
And love is o'er them all. 
Though fjBor above our sight 

Beloved, "it is weU I" 

Though deep and sore the smarts 
He wounds who skills to bind 

And heal the broken heart 

Beloved, "it is well!" 

Though sorrow clouds our way, 
'Twill make the joy more dear 

That ushers in the day. 
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Beloved, « it is weU!" 

The path that Jesus trod. 
Though rough and dark it he. 

Leads home to heaven and God« 




HOPE, AND BE UNDISMAYED. 

IVE to the winds thy fears ; 

Hope, and be undismayed ; 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears, 
God shall lift up thy head. 
Through waves, through clouds and storms. 

He gently clears thy way : 
Wait thou His time ; so shall the night 
Soon end in joyous day. 

He everywhere hath sway, 

And all things serve His might ; 
His every act pure blessing is, 

Hi« path unsullied light 
When He makes hare His arm. 

What shall His work withstand ? 
When He His people's cause defends. 

Who, who shall stay His hand ] 

Leave to His sovereign sway 

To choose and to command ; 
With wonder filled, thou then shalt own, 

How wise, how strong His hand 1 
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Thou compieliend'st Him not ; 

Yet earth, and heaven tell, 
God sits as sovereign on the throne. 

He mleth all things welL 




QUE EELATIVE DXJTIES. 

HEISTIANSy in your several stations. 
Dutiful to all relations, 

Give to each his proper due. 
Let not their unkind behaviour 
Make you disobey your Saviour ; 
His command's the role for you.' 

Parents, be to children tender : 
Children, fcdl obedience render 

To your parents in the Lord. 
Kever slight nor disrespect them ; 
Wor, through pride, when old, reject them : 

'Tis the precept of the Word. 

Wives, to husbands yield subjection. 
Husbands, with a kind affection, 

Cherish as yourselves your wives. 
Masters, rule with moderation. 
Swayed by justice, not by passion : 

To the Scriptures square your lives. 
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Servants, serve your masters truly, 
l^ot unfeithful, nor unruly,' 

To tlie good, nor to tlie bad ; 
Kot refusing what you're bidden, 
N'or replying wben you're chidden : 

'Tis the ordinance of God 

This shall solve the important question, 
Whether thou'rt a real Christian, 

Better than each golden dream ; 
Better fteor than lip-expression. 
Towering notions, great profession. 

This shall show your love to Him, 




"LOVE WOT THE WORLD." 

F wealth or honour, power or fame. 
Can bring you nearer to the Lamb, 

Then foUow these with all your might : 
But if they only make you stray. 
And draw your hearts from Him away, 
Eeflect in what you thus delight. 

Jesus hath said (who surely knew 
Much better what we ought to do 

Than we can e'er pretend to see), 
"Ko thought e'en for the morrow take ;" 
And, " He that will not, for My sake, 

Relinquish all's unworthy Me." 



i 
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Let no vain words your souls deceiye, 
Nor Satan tempt you to believe 

The world and God can hold their parts : 
True Christians long for Christ alone. 
The sacrifices God will own 

Are broken, not divided hearts. 

Great things we are not here to crave ; 
But, if we food and raiment have, 

Should learn to be therewith content. 
Into the world we nothing brought, 
"Not can we from it cany aught : 

Then walk the way your Master went 




HOW BEAUTIFUL HIS FEET I 

HE dawn upon the mountain brow 
Lighteth the path of one, who brings 
Glad tidings from the King of kings. 
How beautiful His feet! they seem 
Laved in the founts whose waters flow 

Forth from the throne in living stream. 
While at each step the morning dew 
Cleanseth those lovely feet anew ! 

Tis noon upon the mountain brow, 
And stains on those fair feet betray 
How morning dews have passed away. 
Whereat in agony of fears 



How Beautiful His Feet 1 79 

The pilgrim pausing bendetli low. 

And weepeth till the fourd of tears 
Hath washed His feet, firom each sad stain 
Thus rendered beautiful again. 

'Tis evening on the mountain brow : 
Wounded and bruisfed, pierced, torn 
By jagged rock, by rankling thorn. 
He heeds it not — ^that crimson flood 

Sheds o'er His feet a brighter glow ; 
While bathed as in o. fount of bloody 

The gushings of the crimson rill 

Haye washed those fair feet fJEurer stilL 

'Tis night upon the mountain brow ; 

But radiant with the setting sun, 

The pilgrim's feet their course have run. 

Bathed in i^Q fount of liquid lights 
Where angels lave their wings of snow, 

How beautiful upon the height 
Of Sion's hill, those glorious feet 
Tread the Eternal Cittfs golden street! 
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DOUBT NOT, YEAR NOT. 

NWAED, onward, doubt not, fear not, 
Nerve with faith thy fainting soul ; 
Though as yet the end appear not. 
Thou shalt surely reach the goaL 
Though, as on thy sleepless pillow, 

Memory scans the fearful past, 
Eound thee hreafcsj the yawning billow, 
Howls above the whirlwind's blast. 

Though thou knowest that to-morrow 

Is with sorer trial fraught, 
Pregnant with severer sorrow^ 

Than the sorrowing past has brought ; 
Though the storm, in bursting o'er thee. 

Spread destruction's bolts around, 
Some most dear struck down before thee. 

Dearer friends shall yet be found* 

He whose angel stood beside thee. 

He wliom darkness cannot shroud. 
He who sware to keep and guide thee 

When the tempest raged aloud ; — 
Height nor depth His love can sever. 

Heaven nor hell His covenant vow : 
Hath thy Saviour failed thee ever 1 

Will He, can He, faH thee now 1 
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ITay, for to the eternal city 

As thou diawest daily nigh. 
Greater love, and grace, and pity 

Issue forth from Gk)d Most High. 
Messages of peace shall greet thee, 

Angels' feet thy path attend ; 
Yea, Himself shall come to meet thee, 

And conduct thee to the end 




IT IS GOOD TO BE AFFLICTED. 

SAVIOUE ! whose mercy, severe in its 
kindness, 
Has chastened my wanderings, and 
guided my way; 
Adored he the power which illumined my blindness, 
And weaned me from phantoms that smiled to 
betray. 

Enchanted with all that was dagizling and fair, 
I followed the rainbow, I caught at the toy ; 

And stiU in displeasure Thy goodness was there. 
Disappointing the hope, and defeating the joy. 

The blossom blushed bright, but a worm was below ; 

The moonlight shone fair — ^there was blight in 
the beam; 
Sweet whispered the breeze, but it whispered of woe. 

And bitterness flowed in the sofb-flowing stieam. 

G 
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So cured of my folly, yet cured but in part, 
I turned to the refuge Thy pity displayed ; 

And still did this eager and credulous heart 

Weave visions of promise that bloomed but to fede. 

I thought that the course of the pilgrim to heaven 
Would be bright as the summer, and glad as the 
mom : 

Thou shoVdst me the path — ^it was dark and uneven, 
All rugged with rock, and all tangled with thorn. 

I dreamed of celestial rewards and renown, 

I grasped at the triumph that blesses the brave, 

I asked for the palm-branch, the robe, and the 
crown; 
I asked, and Thou shoVdst me a Cross and a grave. 

Subdued and instructed at length to Thy will. 
My hopes and my longings I fain would resign ; 

give me the heart that can wait and be still, 
!N"or know of a wish or a pleasure but Thine ! 

There are mansions exempted from sin and from woe. 
But they stand in a region by mortals untrod ; 

There are rivers of joy, but they roll not below ; 
There is rest, but it dwells in the presence of Grod. 
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THE ALMIGHTY. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN. 

THOU Eternal One! whose presence 

"bright 
All space doth occupy — all motion 
guide; 

Unchanged through time's all-deyastating flight, 
Thou only God ! There is no God beside 1 

Being above all beings ! Mighty One ! 
Whom none can comprehend, and none explore ; 

Who fill'st existence with Thyself alone ; 
Embracing all — supporting — ruling o'er — 
Being whom we call God — and know no more ! 

Thy chains the measured universe surround. 
Upheld by Thee ; by Thee inspired with breath ! 

Thou the beginning with the end. hast bound. 
And beautifully mingled Life and Death ! 

As sparks mount upward with the fiery blaze, * 
So suns are born, so worlds spring forth from Thee ; 

And as the spangles in the sunny rays 
Shine round the silver snow, the pageantry 

Of Heaven's bright army glitters in Thy praise. 

A million torches, lighted by Thy hand. 
Wander unwearied through the blue abyss ; 

They own Thy power, accomplish Thy command, 
All gay with hfe, all eloquent with bliss. 
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What sliall we call them 1 Piles of crystal light 
A glorious company of golden streams ? 

Lamps of celestial ether huming bright ? 
Suns lighting systems with their joyous beams ? 

But Thou to these are as the moon to night. 

Thou art ; directing, guiding all. Thou art ! 
Direct my understanding, then, to Thee ; 

Control my spirit, guide my wandering heart : 
Though hut an atom 'midst immensity, 

Still I am something, fashioned by Thy hand ; 
1 hold a middle rank 'twixt Heaven and Earth, 

On the vast verge of mortal being stand, 
Close to the realm where angels have their birth, 

Just on the boundary of the spirit-land ! 

Creator ! Yes ! Thy wisdom and Thy word 
Created me. Thou source of life and good ! 

Thou Spirit of my spirit, and my Lord I 
Thy Light, Thy love, in their bright plenitude, 

Filled me with an immortal soul, to spring 
Over the abyss of death, and bade it wear 

The garments of Eternal Day, and wing 
Its heavenly flight beyond this little sphere. 

Even to its source, to Thee, its Author, Thee ! 

thought inefi&ble I vision blest ! 
Though worthless our conceptions all of Thee, 

Yet shall Thy shadowed image All our breast. 
And waft its homage to the Deity. 



Time. 85 

God ! thus alone my lowly thoughts can soar ; 
Thus seek Thy presence. Being wise and good - 

'Midst Thy vast works admire, obey, adore ; 

And when the tongue is eloquent no more, 
The soul shall speak in tears of gratitude ! 




TIME. 

|ES, all may grace our mortal day,. 

That warms the heart, and wins the 

eye, 
And gives each ardent sense to stray 
From rapture to satiety, — 
Wealth, glory, grandeur throned on high, 

And that which melts the heart of stone,— 
The magic beam of Beauty's eye ; 
But time glides on, — and all are gonel 

Oh, what are all the gauds of earth, — 

Love's melting smile — ^young beauty's bloom — 
The pomp of wealth — the pride of birth, 

Are these remembered in the tomb ? 
'No ! sunk in cold oblivion's gloom 

They lie, their very names unknown ; 
The mouldering marble tells their doom, — 

They lived — ^time fled, — and they are gone ! 

So shalt thou fall : but dost thou deem 

To sleep in peace beneath the sod ] 
Dash from thy soul that empty dream. 

And know thyself, and know thy God. 
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Nor eartli nor time restrain His rod, 
And thou, a few short summers flown. 

Thou tread'st the path thy father trod, 
Thy doom is fixed, — and hope is gone ! 

Chained to the dust, from whence we spring. 

Why thus from yon bright skies be driven 1 
turn to your eternal King, 

Believe, repent, and be forgiven. 
Haste, seize the proffered hope of heaven. 

While life and light are yet thine own ; 
Swift as the passing cloud of even 

Time glides along, — and thou art gone ! 

« SHOW US THE FATHER" 

[AVE ye not seen Him, when through 
parted snows 
Wake the first kindlings of the vernal 
green] 
When 'neath its modest veil the arbutus blows. 

And the pure snowdrop bursts its folded screen ] 
When the wild rose, that asks no florist's care, 
Unfoldeth its rich leaves, have ye not seien Him there ] 

Have ye not seen Him, when the infant's eye, 
Through its bright sapphire-windows shows the 
mind] 

When, in the trembling of the tear or sigh, 

Floats forth that essence, trembling and refined — 

Saw ye not Him, the author of our trust. 

Who breathed the breath of life into a frame of dust ? 
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Have ye not heard Him, wlien the tmieful rill 
Casts off its icy chains and leaps away ] 

In thunders echoing loud from hill to hill ? 
In song of birds at break of summer's day 1 

Or in the ocean's everlasting roar, 

Battling the old gray rocks that sternly guard his 
shore 1 

Amid the stillness of the Sabbath mom, 

When vexing cares in tranquil slumber rest — 
When in the heart the holy thought is bom, * 
And Heaven's high impulse warms the waiting 
breast, — 
BEave ye noi felt Him, while your kiudliiig prayer 
Swelled out in tones of praise, announcing God was 
there? 

Sluno U8 the Father 1 If ye fail to trace 
His chariot where the stars majestic roll. 

His pencil 'mid earth's loveliness and grace. 
His presence in the sabbath of the soul. 

How can you see Him tiU the day of dread, 

When to assembled worlds the book of doom is 
read] 




.1 
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NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFOER 



AY wliy should friendship weep for those 
Who safe arrived on Canaan's shore 1 
Beleased from all their hurtful foes, 
They are not lost, hut gone hefore. 



How many painful days on earth 
Their fainting spirits numbered o'er ! 

Now they enjoy a heavenly hirth ; 
They are not lost, but gone before. 

Dear is the spot where Christians sleep. 
And sweet the strain which angels pour: 

why should we in anguish weep ; 
They are not lost, but gone before. 

Secure from every mortal care. 
By sin and sorrow vexed no more, 

Eternal happiness they share, — 
They are not lost, but gone before. 

On Jordan's banks whene'er we come. 
And hear the swelling waters roar. 

Saviour, convey us safely home. 
To friends not lost, but gone before. 



"0 that I had Wings likea Dovel" 89 




"0 THAT I HAD WDfGS LIKE A DOVE!" 

could the soul, oppressed with, care, 
Shake off her deadly load ; 
Spring upward to the reahns of air, 
And seek a new abode. 
Where misery's gnawing pang should cease, 
And hope for ever dwell with peace ! 

Methinks 'twere sweet to soar on high, 

And feel the heart grow light, j 
To see the gloomy cloud pass by, 

And all around look bright ; 
To leave behind the weight of pain, 
And sorrow, with her fearful train. 

How would the spirit joy to look 

On all she left below. 
And, as her parting glance she took. 

With hope triumphant glow ; 
And think that all her toils were o'er. 
When she had gained that peaceful shore .! 

God of eternity ! from Thee 

This feeble being came ; 
Thine eye its hidden springs can see ; 

Thou know'st its inmost frame ; 
And in its ways and wanderings stilj, 
'Tis but the creature of Thy wilL 
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Oh. ! if o'er all its varying fate 
Thy hand supreme presides, 

And, tempering affliction's weight. 
The stroke in mercy guides ; 

With meek submission let me bend. 

And Thy unseen design attend. 




EESIGI^ATIOK 

HEEE is no flock, however watched and 
tended. 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended, 

But has one vacant chair ! 



The air is fuU of farewells to the dying, 

And mournings for the dead ; 
The heart of E^tchel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted ! 

Let us be patient ! These severe afflictions 

"Not firom the ground arise, 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapours 

Amid these earthly damps ; 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers. 

May be heaven's distant lamps. 



Resignation. 9 1 

There is no death ! what seems so is transition. 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life Elysian, 

Whose portals we call Death. 

She is not dead — the child of our affection, — 

But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 

And Christ Him self doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion, 

By guardian angels led. 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution, 

She lives whom we caU dead. 

Day after day, we think what she is doing 

In those bright realms of air ; 
Year after year, her tender steps pursuing. 

Behold her ^wn n.ore fJ. ^ '\ 

Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken 

The bonds which nature gives ; 
Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken. 

May reach her where she lives. 

l^ot as a child shaU we again behold her ; 

For when, with raptures wild. 
In our embraces we again enfold her, 

She will not be a child, — 

But a fair maiden in her Father's mansion, 

Clothed with celestial grace ; 
And beautiftd with all the soul's expansion 

Shall we behold her face. 
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And thougli at times, impetuous with emotioD, 

And angoish long suppressed, 
The swelling heart heaves, moaning like the ocean, 

That cannot he at rest, — 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

We may not wholly stay ; 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing, 

The grief that must have way. 




"THE BOW m THE CLOUD." 

HK^, deaf to every warning given, 
Man braved the patient power of Heaven, 
Great in His anger, God arose. 
Deluged the world and drowned His foes. 

Vengeance, that called for this just doom, 
Eetired to make sweet mercy room : 
God, of His wrath repenting, swore 
A flood should drown the earth no more. 

That future ages this might know. 
He placed in heaven His radiant bow ; 
The sign, tiLl time itself shall fail. 
That waters shall no more prevail 

This bow, that beams with vivid light. 
Presents a sign to Christian sight. 
That God has sworn — ^who dares condemn 1 
He will no more be wrath with them. 



The First and Second Adam. 93 

Thus, the believer, when he views 
The rainbow in its various hues. 
May say, "Those lively colours shine 
To show that heaven is surely mine." 




THE FIEST AND SECOND ADAM. 

HEN" Adam by transgression fell^ 

And, conscious, fled his Maker's face. 
Linked in clandestine league with hell. 
He ruined all his future race. 
The seeds of evil once brought in, 
Increased, and filled the world with sin. 

But, lo ! the Second Adam came. 

The serpent's subtle head to bruise : : 
He cancels his malicious claim, 

And disappoints his devilish views ; 
Eansoms poor prisoners with His blood, 
And brings the sinner back to Gk)d. 

To understand these terms aright. 

This grand distinction should be known ; 

Though all are sinners in God's sight, 
There are but few so in their own. 

To such as these our Lord was sent ; 

They're only sinners who repent. 

m 
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Wliat comfort can a Saviour bring 
To those who never felt their woe 1 

A sinner is a sacred thing ; 

The Holy Ghost has made him so. 

New life from Him we must receive 

Before for sin we rightly grieve. 

This faithful saying let us own,- 
Well worthy 'tis to be believed, — 

That Christ into the world came down, 
That sinners might by Him be saved. 

Sinners are high in His esteem, 

And sinners highly value Him. 




"COME UNTO ME AND EEST." 

HEARD the voice of Jesus say, 

" Come unto Me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
Thy head upon My breast." 
I came to Jesus as I was. 
Weary, and worn, and sad : 

I fouSl Him a r^sting-pkce, 
And He has made me glad. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" Behold, I freely give 
The living water, thirsty one ; 

Stoop down and drink, and live.'' 



Eesurgam. 95 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I. live in Him, 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" I am this dark world's light ; 
Look unto Me, thy mom shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright." 
I looked to Jesus, and I found 

In Him my star, my sun. 
And in that Hght of life TU walk 

Till travelling days are done. 




EESUEGAM. 

jHE^N' autumn's deepening shadows fall 
On mountain and on lea, 
And nature's fading tints. recall 

The thought, "How frail are we !" — 
When sinks the soul 'mid doubts and feara^ 

And terrors of the tomb. 
And pensive Memory sheds her tears 
O'er forms laid in its gloom ; — 

When all things round us of decay 

And desolation tell. 
And the soul shrinks in haste away 

From scenes we loved too well, — 

i 



) Iajb of the Pious Minstrels. 

how consoling then to know, 

Wliaterer griefs prevail. 
There is a God who brightens woe, 

And aoothea the nioimiei*s wail I — 

A God who once man's image boie, 

And bowed to man's estate, 
Man's fitded gloiy to restore, 

His blisB to Tenorate ; — 
A Savionr who, 'mid change and chance, 
. Is changeless and the same, 
Eegards each tremblmg Suppliant's glance, 

And calls TTim by TTia name. 

llien let the clonds and tempests lower, 

The wild winds fiercely lave ; 
Let Death put forth his Taunted power. 

And lay UB in the grave : 
^or cloud nor tconpeet, death nor hell,. 

Xeed Ftdth triumphant dread ; 
Immanuel shall her fears dispel, 

And raise her &om the dead. 





Hope never dieth, 97 



HOPE NEVER DIETH. 

'VE watched the pale flower entreatingly 
bending 
Its withering leaves to the streamlet 
below, 
A tribute of fragrance all silently sending 

Ear off with the streamlet, to sweeten its flow. 
The sunlight had shone too long on its folding, 
And the spray of the streamlet had nourished it 
not; 
But still, in the cup of its delicate moulding. 
There lay u rich perfume to gladden its lot. 

I've stood in the forest, while darkly around me 

The shadows of evening were gathering fast,— 
I've stood all alone, while something had bound me. 

Which came to the present, but lived in the past — 
It seemed like a spirit from out the dark shadow 

Of dreams, that have slept on oblivion's sea ; 
And slowly it came, through the vaUey and meadow. 

To keep its sad trysting in silence with me. 

The heart may grow cold in its winter of sorrow. 

Or parched in the glow of a sunnier day ; 
The past may be dark, but the sky of to-morrow 

Is never bereft of its promising ray. 
Hope flits like a Will-o'-the-wisp on before us, 

Still pointing and guiding wherever we go : 
If swelling life's current, its rainbow is o'er us ; 

If ebbing too fast, there is Tiqpe in the flow. 

H 
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THE MESSAGE. 




HOU'ET passing hence, my Brotlier ; 

Oh, my earliest friend, ferewell ! 
Thou'rfc leaving me without thy voice. 
In a lonely home to dwell ; 
And firom the hills, and from the hearth. 

And from the household tree, 
With thee departs the lingering mirth. 
The brightness goes with thee. 



But thou, my Friend, my Brother, 

Thou'rt speeding to the shore 
Where the dirge-like tone of parting words 

Shall smite the soul no more ; 
And thou wilt see one holy dead. 

The last on earth and main ; 
Into the sheaf of kindred hearts 

Thou wilt be bound again. 



Tell then our Mend of boyhood. 

That yet his name is heard 
On the blue mountains, whence his youth 

Passed hke a swift, bright bird. 
The light of his exultmg brow, 

The vision of his glee, 
Are on me still — oh ! still I trust 

That smile again to see. 



Nature's Voices. 99 

And tell oxir white-haired Father, 

That, in the paths he trod, 
The child he loved the last on earth 

Yet walks and worships God. 
Say, that his last fond blessing yet 

Eests on my soul like dew. 
And by its hallowing might I trust 

Once more his fece to view. 



And tell our gentle Mother, 

That on her grave I pour 
The sorrows of my spirit forth. 

As on her breast of yore : 
Happy thou art that soon, how soon 

Our good and bright will see ! 
Oh, Brother ! Brother ! may I dwell, 

Ere long, with them and thee ! 



NATUEE'S VOICES. 

|0 forth with Nature — she hath many 
voices. 
Speaking deep lessons to the human 
heart, 

Where the blue streamlet in its course rejoices. 
And where amid the forest wild birds dart. 
Bearing in some sweet chorus each a part. 




J 
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Wind, wave, and blossom, tree and fragrant sod. 
The mossy hillock in its robe of green. 

The tiny bells that in the breezes nod, 

lifting their dewy heads broad leaves between — 

Each has a tone, a lesson ; man hath need 
Oft to go forth and ponder all their lore : 

In Nature's open volume he may read 
Truths of the mightiest import, and in awe 
Bow down a humble heart, an unseen power adore. 

Go in the spbing-timb — ^when the smiling earth 

Puts on her robes of beauty for thine eye, 
And lo, she speaks of that celestial birth 

The spirit knows in brighter worlds on high. 

And, when the autumn winds all mournful sigh 
Through leafless branches, then go forth and store 
Thy mind with thoughts of death, and read once more 

The lessons of thine own mortality. 
Ay, wander forth with Nature, — every glade, 
Each leafy aisle amid the forest shade — 
The lightning's flash — ^the thunder's awful roll — 

The rainbow's arch — ^the dazzling orb of day — 
Have each mysterious tones to pierce the human souL 
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"PRAY WITHOUT CEASING." 

|0 prayer, to prayer, — for the morning 
breaks. 
And earth in her Maker's smile awakes. 
B^s light is on all below and above, 
The light of gladness, and life, and love. 
O then on the breath of this early air 
Send upward the incense of grateful prayer. 

To prayer, — ^for the glorious sun is gone, 
And the gathering darkness of night comes on ; 
Like a curtain from God's kind hand it flows^ 
To shade the couch where His children repose. 
Then kneel, while the watching stars are bright, 
And give your last thoughts to the Guardian of 
Night. 

To prayer, — ^for the day that God has blest 
Comes tranquiUy on with its welcome rest 
It speaks of Creation's early bloom ; 
It speaks of the Prince, who burst the tomb. 
Then summon the spirit's exalted powers, 
And devote to Heaven the hallowed hours. 

Kneel down by the dying sinner's side. 
And pray for his soul through Him who died. 
Large drops of anguish are thick on his brow, — 
what is earth and its pleasures now 1 
And what shall assuage his dark despair 
But the penitent cry of humble prayer 1 

.4 
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Elneel down at the coucli of departing fieiitli, 
And hear the last words the believer saith : 
He has bidden adieu to his earthly Mends, 
There is peace in his eye that upward tends ; 
There is peace in his cabn, confiding air. 
For his last thoughts are Grod's, his last words 
prayer. 



The voice of prayer in the world of bliss, 
But gladder, purer, than rose from this ; 
The ransomed shout to their glorious Ejng, 
Where no sorrow shades the soul as they sing ; 
But a sinless, joyous song they raise, 
And their voice of prayer is eternal praise. 



THY DAYS AEE NUMBERED. 



I AEK ! hark ! a cry is gone abroad &om 
every peopled plain, 
It sweeps along the sounding shore, it 
murmurs from the main ; 
Erom every varied spot of earth, where human 

creatures be, 
It loudly echoes through the land, and spreads &om 
sea to sea; 
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From palace wall and hmnHe cot, from town and 

village lone ; 
From every newly-opened grave, and every chnrcji- 

yard stone ; 
In every language under heaven, a voice repeats the 

cry,— 
" Thy days are numbered, mortal man, and thou art 
bom to die." 

Whate'er thy state may be, whate'er the paths thy 

feet h^ve trod, 
Forsake thy sins and lowly kneel, and seek the Lord 

thy Gk)d ; 
Prepare thee for thy bed of death, though now thy 

bosom bum. 
For dust thou art, and suddenly to dust shalt thou 

return. 
What though ten thousand flattering tongues 

conspire to praise thee now. 
Though glittering stars adorn thy breast, and 

diadems thy brow ; 
'Mid all thy dreams of earthly bliss thou soon shalt 

hear the cry, 
" Thy days are numbered, mortal man, and thou art 

doomed to dia" 
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THE WEECK 

STOOD upon the beach at even — 

Darker the clouds above me grew, 
Till sable was the vault of heaven. 
And lightnings o'er the waters flew. 
On shore the forest trees were bending ; 

Upon the sea, the billow's crest. 
With fierce tempestuous wrath extending, 
Covered with foam its heaving breast. 

I saw a bark by wild waves shattered, 

Its cordage flying with the gale ; 
Its broken masts in fragments scattered, 

And rudely rent each quivering sail 
Hope came, — ^for fast the shore 'twas gaining ; 

Hope fled, — ^for rocks appetured between. 
It struck 1 a stranded wreck remaining 

Alone declared what once had been. 

An(l what is life ? A stormy ocean ; 

Man the &ail bark, and heaven the shore. 
Which, after many a fierce commotion. 

That bark may reach to leave no more. 
But i^ by guilt and error driven. 

On sin's dark rocks it strikes at last, 
A fearful wreck, in sight of heaven 

It sinks ! and hope is ever past. 
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?iix' 


)mi^ 



OinVAED. 

ILGEIM to a world of gladness, 
Christian, thongh thy lot be low, 
Sorely tried with sin and sadness, 
Take thy staff and onward go. 



Though thou suffer cold and hunger. 
Pain and peril, want and woe, 

Bear thy griefs a little longer. 
Gird thy loins, and onward go. 

Death is hut a dreamless slumber ; 

God will heavenly joys bestow — 
Joys that angels cannot number ; 

Onward, pilgrim— onward go. 



THE HOME, THE FETEND, THE EEST. 

RT thou young, and this world dost thou 
lovel 
why shouldst thou thoughtlessly 
roam; 

Thy Father is calling thy young heart above, 
And the beautiful heavens are thy home ; — 
To thy Home, truant boy — to thy Home. 
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Hast thou nnmbeied the years of a man t 
O think, then, in time of thy end; 

Though thy giiefs may be many, though life be a 
span. 
Yet God is thy Father and Friend ; — 
To thy Friend, man of grief — to thy Friend. 

Art thou aged in years and in woes, 
And weaiy, and worn, and oppressed t 

There's peace for the pilgrim — ^a place of repose. 
And heaven is appointed for rest ; — 
To thy Best, man of years — ^to thy Eest, 




SPEING. 

{OW pleasant is the opening year ! 
The clouds of winter melt away, 
The flowers in beauty reappear. 
The songster carols from the spray. 
Lengthens the more refulgent day, 

And bluer grows the arching sky ; 
All things around us seem to say, 

" Christian, direct thy thoughts on high." 

In darkness, through the weary length 
Of winter, slept both bud and bloom ; 

But nature now puts forth her strength. 
And starts renewed as from the tomb. 
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Behold an emblem of thy doom, 
man ! — a Star hath shone to save, 

And morning yet shall re-illume 
The midnight darkness of the grave. 

Yet ponder well how then shall hreak 

The dawn of second life on thee ; — 
Shalt thou to hope, to bliss awake, 

Or vainly strive Grod's wrath to flee ? 
Then shall pass forth the dread decree. 

That makes or weal or woe thine own. 
Up and to work ! Eternity 

Must reap the harvest time hath sown. 




THE EEPEIEYE. 

ITH erring heart I went astray 

In paths of sin, and wandered wide, 
Till Mercy met me in my way. 

And softly whispered, " Jesus died ! " 

Offended at that sudden sound, 

Indignantly I turned aside; 
But still the voice was heard around, 

And still it whispered, " Jesus died 1 " 

Then Justice crossed my path, and stood 
Erect and stem, to quell my pride ; 

His glittering sword was bathed in blood — 
Ah ! well for me that Jesus died. 
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** Come forth, thou traitor to thy God !" 
His voice in thundering accents cried ; 

Oppressed, I sank upon the sod, 
And faintly answered, " Jesus died ! " 

E'en as I faltered out the word 

He strove his Hushing face to hide ; 

And sheathed in haste his Hood-stained sword. 
And then I shouted, ^' Jesus died ! " 




JUDGE NOT. 

ELLOW-MORTAL, pilgrim, stranger, 

While thy footsteps wander free 
Through this world of sin and danger,- 
Judge not, lest thou judgfed be. 

Art thou but a young beginner ? 

Wouldst thou far from evil flee 1 
Bear in mind thou art a sinner, — 

Judge not, lest thou judgfed bo. 

Art thou old 1 let no pretences 
Steel thy bosom, — ^bend thy knee ; 

Think upon thine own offences, — 
Judge not, lest thou judged be. 

Heaven and hell are wide asunder ; 

Joy or sorrow waits for thee ; 
that I could speak in thunder, — 

Judge not, lest thou judgM be. 
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Young in years, or old or hoaiy, 

Still let mercy be thy plea ; 
Wouldst thou find the realms of glory, — 

Judge not, lest thou judgM be. 




m THE CEOSS OF CHRIST I GLOEY ! 

N the Cross of Christ I glory ! — 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time, 
All the light of sacred story 
Grathers round its head sublime. 

When the woes of life overtake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 

ITever shall the cross forsake me, 
Lo I it glows with peace and joy I 

When the sun of bliss is beaming 

Light and love upon my way, 
From the cross the radiance streaming 

Adds more lustre to the day. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure. 

By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there that knows no measure, 

Joys that through all time abide. 

In the Cross of Christ I glory ! — 
Towering o*ep the wrecks of time, 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublima 
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A SUPPLIANTS PETITIOK 

ASKED the Lord tliat I might grow 
In faith, and love, and every grace ; 

Might more of His salvation know, 
And seek more earnestly His face. 

'Twas He who taught me thus to pray ; 

And He, I trust, has answered prayer : 
But it has been in such a way 

As almost drove me to despair. 

I hoped that in some favoured hour 
At once he'd answer my request ; 

And, hy His love's constraining power, 
Subdue my sins and give me rest. 

Instead of this, He made me feel 

The hidden evils of my heart. 
And let the angry powers of hell 

Assault my soul in every part. 

I^ay, more ; with His own hand He seemed 

Intent to aggravate my woe, 
Crossed all the fair designs I schemed. 

Blasted my gourds, and laid me low. 

" Lord, why is this ? " I trembling cried ; 

"Wilt Thou pursue Thy worm to death 1" 
" 'Tis in this way," the Lord replied, 

" I answer prayer for grace and faitL 



Put on the Armour of God. Ill 

".These inward trials I employ, 
Krom self^ from pride to set thee free ; 

And break thy schemes of earthly joy. 
That thou mayst seek thy all in M&" 




PUT ON THE AEMOUR OF GOD. 

lED thy loins up, Christian soldier, 
Lo ! thy Captain calls thee out : 
Let the danger make thee bolder ; 
War in weakness, dare in doubt 
Buckle on thy heavenly armour ; 
Patch up no inglorious peace ; 
Let thy courage wax the warmer 
As thy foes and fears increase. 

Bind thy golden girdle round thee. 

Truth to keep thee firm and tight ; 
I^ever shall the foe confound thee. 

While the truth maintains thy fight. 
Righteousness within thee rooted 

May appear to take thy part ; 
But let righteousness imputed 

Be the breastplate of thy heart 

Though to speak thou be not able. 

Always pray, and never rest 
Prayer's a weapon for the feeble ; 

Weakest souls can wield it best 
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Ever on thy Captain callmg, 

Make thy worst condition known ; 

He shall hold thee up when falling, 
Or shall lift thee np when down. 




SUNDAY EYENXNG. 

ELCOME the hour of sweet repose, 
The evening of the Sabhath day ; 
In peace my wearied eyes shall close 
"When I have tuned my vesper lay, 
In humhle gratitude to Him 
Who waked the morning's earliest beam. 

In such an hour as this, how sweet. 

In the calm solitude of even. 
To hold with God communion meet — 

Fit for a spirit bound to heaven ; 
And, in this wilderness beneath. 
Pure zephyrs jfrom above to breathe. 

Then turn my wandering thoughts within. 
To hold communion. Lord, with Thee ; 

And, purified from taint of sin. 
And earth's pollutions, let me see 

Thine image — ^for a moment prove, 

If not Thy Mcgesty, Thy love : — 



Sunday Evening. 113 

That love wldch over all is shed — 
Shed on the worthless as the just ; 

Lighting the stars above our head, 
And waking beauty out of dust ; 

And rolling on its glorious way, 

Beyond the farthest comet's ray. 

What is our duty here 1 To tend 
From good to better — ^thence to best ; 

Grateful to drink life's cup — ^then bend 
Unmurmuring to our bed of rest ; 

To pluck the flowers that round us blow, 

Scattering their fragrance as we go. 

And so to live, that when the sun 

Of our existence sinks in night. 
Memorials sweet of mercies done 

May shrine our name in memory's light ; 
And the blest seeds we scattered bloom 
A hundredfold in days to come. 
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SHADOWS. 

ARK sliadows on the good man's day 

Eest, to my thinking, evermore, 
Or pass a little while away, 
To gather darker than before. 

Afflictions of the Christian's life 

The pulses are ; they pause from pain 

But only for the weary strife 

To gather strength to throb again. 

Of every woe, the seeming end 

Precursor is of larger woes : 
For him, ere long, the warmest Mend 

Converted to the chief of foes. 

Yes ! and were this the whole of all 

The earthly race who ever ran. 
Beyond dispute thou mightest call 

Such Christian the most hapless man. 

But if so be the meaner part 

Is all thy carnal eyes have seen, — 

If, amid outward gloom, the heart 
In brighter sunshine basks serene ; — 

If jfrom that throbbing pulse, of pain 
Or grief, with each recurring blow 

A nobler life through every vein 
Begins in fuller tide to flow ; — 
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If onward as the billows sweep 

They bear him to the haven nigh ; — 

If, losing earthly friends, he keep 
A closer friend with God Most High, — 

Be mine the path of worldly gloom. 
In such requitals more than blest ; 

But spare me, Lord, that fearful doom. 
Internal strife with outward rest 




FORGET ME M'OT. 

|EEK flower of unpretending hue. 
Of starry eye and pallid blue, 
That springs up in the woodland 
way. 

Or purest 'mid the hedgerows gay. 

Through tufted grass — 'neath hawthorn shade ; 

Sweet tenant of the gladsome glade, 

The simny bank, the twilight dell. 

Who shall thy modest merits tell 1 — 

"Who sing thy praise in simple lay. 

Fair daughter of the lovely May 1 

The stranger, as he pensive roves. 
When spring-tide blossoms scent the groves, 
Perchance may view, with heedless eye, 
Full many a flower of brighter dye, 
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And e'en regardless pass the "bed 

Where secret violets perfume shed ; 

Then, sighing, pause while thoughts of home 

Fast crowding o'er the spirit come ; 

And half forget his lonely lot, 

Where gleams thy smile — *^ Forget me not." 



And when we stray those paths along. 
Made vocal by the woodland song ; 
Or o'er the verdant meadows roam. 
Where wild bees love to seek their home ; 
Or in the sylvan glade repose. 
While foliaged ramparts round us close, — 
Let each low plant — each floweret spread 
Upon the turf their footsteps tread, 
A preacher in such tranquil spot. 
Exclaim — *^ man, forget me not !" 



Forget not thou the wondrous skill 
That formed me at thy Maker's will ! 
Forget not that the fearful power 
Which earth sustains, decks too the flower ! 
Though suns, though planets own His might, 
Which called them from the womb of night, 
Not less His wisdom meets thy view. 
Where the green herb drinks in the dew, 
And insect bowers their tenants shield, 
— ^Those flitting pilgrims of the field ! 



**I never knew you." 117 

Yes, my God ! Thy voice I hear 
In all the seasons of the year ; 
In every scene of night or day, 
Thy wisdom hails me on my way. 
All, all, both high and low, proclaim 
The glory of Thy awful name I 
And though a frail and fleeting thing. 
Fain would I of that glory sing. 
And pray, unworthy though I be, 
That Thou wouldst e'en forget not me. 




«I NEVEE KNEW YOU." 

HE earthly spirit, stained with crimes, 

By sin and shame alternate riven, 
Will soar above the world sometimes. 
With an imploring look to Heaven. 
Thus when I turned my sorrowing eye, 

Eedeemer of the world, to Thee, 
My murmuring conscience made reply, 
" Thou never knewest me." 

There is an hour when all rejoice, 

An hour when even sorrow smiles ; 
An hour when pleasure's sprightly voice 

The listening mourner's care beguiles. 
Yet not to me time's ceaseless wing 

Could bring that hour from sadness jfree ; 
Each as it passed would darkly sing, 

" Thou never knewest ma" 
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Ah ! wlien tliat moment comes at last ; 

When every earthly hope goes hy ; 
"When all the works of life are past ; 

When all is finished, hut to die ; 
When, quivering on the hrink of fate. 

The trembling spirit turns to Thee, 
Will those all-gracious lips repeat, 

" Thou never knewest Me " ] 



no ! though long estranged from Thee, 

Though long detained by Satan's power. 
Thy arms were open still to me. 

Who came at the eleventh hour. 
For me Thy gracious lips prepare. 

Before assembled worlds to tell, 
" Behold a sheep for whom I care, — 

My child, — I know him weU." 



mGHT SPEEADS HEE SABLE VEIL. 

IGHT spreads her sable veil 
" Across the stainless sky. 
And one by one each twinkling star 
Peeps from its silent home afsir, 
Tempting the wandering eye 
To rest— while thought in vision soars. 
And, lost in wonderment, adores. 
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But lo ! the vaxJted dome 

Is fiUed with light Divine ; 
God's angel comes to earth to-day 
With gracious news ; about his way 

Celestial glories shine : 
He comes to tell to fallen earth 
The long-expected Saviour's birtL 

The shepherds see the light, 

And they axe sore afraid ; 
They hear his voice, — " Let terror cease ; 
To you is horn the Prince of Peace, 

And in a manger laid : 
Go ! seek the Saviour, Christ the Lord, 
The Ever-hlessH All-adored." 

Then wakes a mighty song 

From angel hosts above ; 
And multitudes unite to sing 
The praise of their Eternal King, 

And His redeeming love : 
Divine and full, that wondrous sound 
Goes echoing on the world around. 

" Glory to God on high. 

And on the earth be peace ; 
Good will to men," — so swells the strain : 
Hope visits this lost world again — 

Hope that will never cease 
While Jesu's grace and Jesu's love 
Call fallen man to rest above. 
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LIFT UP YOUE HEADS, YE GATES ! 



i EIGHT portals of the sky, 

Embossed with sparkling stars, — 
Doors of eternity. 

With adamantine hars, — 
Your arras rich uphold. 

Loose all your bolts and springs, 
Ope wide your leaves of gold. 
That in your roofs may come the King of kings. 

Scarfed in a rosy cloud, 

He doth ascend the air ; 
Straight doth the moon Him shroud 

With her resplendent hair ; 
The next encrystalled light 

Submits to Him its beams. 
And He doth trace the height 
Of that &ir lamp which flames of beauty streams. 

He towers those golden bounds 

He did to sun bequeath : 
The higher wandering rounds 

Are found His feet beneath. 
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The milky way comes near; 

Heaven's axle seems to bend 
Above each turning sphere, 
That, robed in glory, heaven's King may ascend. 

^ow each ethereal gate 

To Him hath opened been, 
And glory's King in state 

His Palace enters in. 
Now come is this High Priest, 

In the Most Holy Place, 
Not without Blood addressed ; 
With glory heaven, the earth to crown with grace. 

« 
glory of the heaven, 

sole delight of earth. 
To Thee all power be given, 

Grod's uncreated birth. 
Of mankind lover true, 

Endurer of his wrong, 
"Who does the world renew, 
Stni be Thou our salvation and our song. 
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ABIDE WITH ME. 

[BIDE with me ; fast falls the eventide. 
The darkness deepens; Lord, with, me 

abide : 
"When other helpers fail, and comforts 
flee, 
Help of the helpless, ahide with me. 

Swift to its close ehbs out life's little day. 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change «md decay in all around I see — 

Thou who changest not, ahide with me. 

1 need Thy presence every passing hour : 

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power ? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be ? — 
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless ; 
nis have no weight, and tears no bitterness : 
Where is Death's sting ? where, Grave, thy victory ? 
I triumph still if Thou abide with me. 

Hold Thou Thy Cross before my closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies ; 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows 

flee, — 
In life, in death, Lord, abide with me. 



Heaven calls, and I must go. 1 23 




HEAVEN CALLS, AND I MUST GO. 

|n ! why should this immoital mind. 
Enslaved by sense, be thus confined. 

And never, never rise ] 
"Why, thus amused with empty toys. 
And soothed with visionary joys, 
Eorget her native skies ? 

The mind was formed to mount sublime, 
Beyond the narrow bounds of time. 

To everlasting things : 
But earthly vapours cloud her sight. 
And hang with cold oppressive weight 

Upon her drooping wings. 

The world employs its various snares 
Of hopes and pleasures, pains and cares. 

And chained to earth I lie : 
When shall my fettered powers be free. 
And leave these seats of vanity, - 

And upward learn to fly ] 

Bright scenes of bliss, unclouded skies. 
Invite my soul; — could I rise, 

Nor leave a thought below ; 
I'd bid jGirewell to anxious care. 
And say to every tempting snare, 

'^ Heaven calls, and I must go ! " 
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Heaven calls, and can I yet delay 1 
Can aught on earth engage my stay ? 

Ah ! wretched lingering heart ! 
Come, Lord, with strength, and life, and light ; 
Assist and guide my upward flight, 

And bid the world depart 




ALL FLESH IS GRAS& 



RA.SS of the field ! the morning sua 
Shines on thy verdure fair ; 

But ere his daily course is run. 
He'll scorch thy golden hair. 



In warning tone the Psalmist says. 

All living flesh is grass ; 
But ah ! with ever heedless gaze, 

Mortals their emblem pass. 

Youth, thoughtless of impending doom, 

Kejoicing in the morn. 
Forgets that evening's hour of gloom 

Must see his beauty shorn. 

And even when that hour is come, 
Man turns his thoughts away. 

And sinks into his last long home. 
Forgetting he is clay. 
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But we will twine within our wreath 

These flowerets of the sod, 
To tell US still of change and death, 

The message of our God. 




THE WISE MEN" OF THE EAST. 

ESTJ ! hehold the wise from far, 
Led to Thy cradle hy a star. 

Bring gifts to Thee, their God and 
King. 

guide us hy Thy light, that we 
The way may find, and still to Thee, 
Our hearts, our all, for tribute bring. 

Jesu ! the pure, the spotless Lamb, 
Who to the temple humbly came, 

Duteous the legal rites to pay, — 
make our proud, our stubborn will, 
All Thy wise, gracious laws fulfil, 

Whate'er rebellious nature say. 

JesU'! who on the fatal wood 

Pour'st out Thy Kfe's last drop of blood, 

JSTailed to the accursed, shameful cross, — 
may we bless Thy love, and be 
Eeady, dear Lord, to bear for Thee, 

All shame, all grief, aU pain and loss. 
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Jesu I who by Thine own love slain — 
By Thine own power took'st life again. 

And conqueror from the grave didst rise,- 
may Thy death our souls revive, 
And e'en on earth a new life give — 

A glorious life, that never dies. 

Jesu 1 who to Thy heaven again 
Eetum'st in triumph, there to reign, 

Of men and angels sovereign King, — 
may our parting souls take flight, 
Up to that land of joy and light. 

And there for ever grateful sing. 

All glory to the sacred Three, 
One undivided Deity, 

All honour, power, and love, and praise ! 
Still may Thy blessed name shine bright. 
In beams of uncreated light. 

Crowned with its own eternal rays ! 
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BEIGHTER HOUES. 

HOUGH dark the present hour may seem, 

With sorrow, care, and strife ; 
Though Gladness may not shed her beam 
Upon the sky of life ; 
Yet fear not, for amidst the gloom 

One hope is ever ours — 
That joy may yet our lot illume. 
And hring us Brighter Hours ! 

Droop not, hut nohly struggle still. 

For others look to thee ; 
And they would cease to strive with ill. 

If thou shouldst conquered be. 
In darkest nights some star appears, — 

In winter's hand, some flowers ; 
So shines for us, in adverse years, 

The hope of Brighter Hours ! 

With fearless spirit still press on, — 

Act thine allotted part ! 
Life's high rewards were never won 

By fsdnt and coward heart I 
Keep on thy course, and falter not. 

Though the dread tempest lours ; 
But still, however sad thy lot, 

Hope on for Brighter Hours ! 
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Cares may be round thee ; doubts and fears 

Thy trembling soul oppress, — 
Mourner ! look upward through thy tears. 

Thy Grod is near to bless I 
E'en if Hope's earthly ray grows (Jim^ 

A better light is ours, 
Which leads us on to trust in Him 

Who gives us Brighter Hours ! 



THE BLEST. 




[0 are the blest 1 

They who have kept their sympathies 
awake, 

And scattered joy for more than custom's 
sake; 
Steadfast and tender in the hour of need. 
Gentle in thought, benevolent in deed ; 
Whose looks have power to make dissension cease. 
Whose smiles are pleasant, and whose words are 

peace; 
They who have lived as harmless as the dove, 
Teachers of truth and ministers of love, — 
Love for all moral power — all mental grace — 
Love for the humblest of the human race — 
Love for that tranquil joy that virtue brings— 
Love for the Giver of all goodly things : 
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Trae followers of that soul-exalting plan 
Which Christ laid down to hless and govern man. 
They who can calmly linger at the last, 
Survey the future, and recall the past ; 
And with that hope that triumphs over pain. 
Feel well assured they have not lived in vain ; 
Then wait in peace their hour of final rest, — 

These are the only blest I 




MAIST'S FOUE SEASONS. 

HAT is Infancy 1 The balm 
From honeyed flowers— ocean's cahn — 
The blush of mom — ^the sinless sleep, 
When angels fairy watching keep^ 

A half-formed thought — ^the sunny gleam 

Eeflected in the smooth, clear stream — 

A dewdrop in a lily's cup 

(Incense to Heaven offered up) — 

A cloudless sky — ^the summer breeze. 

Wooing with kisses leafy trees — 

The innocent unconscious age 

Eecorded e'er on memory's page. 

What is Youth 1 The crimson blush 
On beauty's cheek — ^the rich, wild gush 
Of the gay lark — ^the violet's bloom. 
That clusters fondly round the tomb— 

K 
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The "buoyant footstep of a fay — 
The noontide glory of the day — 
A hopeful thought with joy expressed — 
The sparkling wave on ocean's breast — 
The church bells' merry wedding peal. 
As o'er the ear they gently steal — 
All that is glad, and gay, and firee. 
Is in Youth's hour of revelry. 

What is Manhood 1 The moss-grown pile 
A face unlighted by a smile — 
A mournful strain — a feding flower — 
The deepening shade of twilight hour — 
The dreamer waking from his dream — 
The glorious sun's departing beam — 
The eye that looks on pleasure's scene, 
Eeviving only what has been — 
The Kp that mocks at peace and rest — 
The hopeless word — ^the tear suppressed — 
The age when stem and bitter truth 
Defiance hurls at hope and youth. 

What is Age 1 A leafless tree — 
Deep night in all its mystery — 
A faded flower — a ruin gray — 
The calm when storms have passed away — 
A floating wreck — ^a sea-weed flung 
Upon the shore — a, torn wreath hung 
In lonely halls, once those of pride — 
An orphan child — a widowed bride — 



Life is onward. 131 

The eye that looks back on the past, 
Viewing the shades that gather fest — 
The Kp that murmurs forth a prayer — 
The hand that points to Him and there — 
The foot advancing to the shore, 
"W^ith hope and Mth for evermore. 




LIFE IS ONWARD. 

IIFE is onward — ^use it 
With a forward aim ; 
Toil is heavenly,^ choose it, 
And its warfeure claim. 
Look not to another 

To perform your wiU ; 
Let not your own brother 
Keep your warm hand stilL 

Life is onward — ^never 

Look upon the past ; 
It would hold you ever 

In its clutches fast. 
Now is your dominion, 

Weave it as you please. 
Bind not the soul's pinion 

To a bed of ease. 



i 
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life is onward — ^try it, 

Ere the day is lost ; 
It liatli virtue — buy it, 

At wliatever cost. 
If tlie world should offer 

Every precious gem, 
Look not at the scoffer. 

Change it not for them ! 

life is onward — heed it 

In each varied dress ; 
Your own art can speed it 

On to happiness. 
His bright pinion o'er you. 

Time waves not in vain. 
If Pope chants before you 

Her prophetic strain. 

life is onward — ^prize it 

In sunshine and in storm ; 
Oh ! do not despise it 

In its humblest form. 
Hope aud Joy together, 

Standing at the goal. 
Through life's darkest weather, 

Beckon on the souL 
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ENTHEONED UPON THE MOUlfTAIN 

HEIGHT. 

INTHEONED upon the moimtam height, 
Harmonioiis peace unbroken reigns ; 
While discord, like a stormy night. 
In wild confusion wraps the plains. 

When in Sinai's secret place, 

God with His servant talked alone. 

With beams too bright for earth, his face 
From the dread mount returning shone. 

While from the camp below, the din 
Of hicteous mirth to heaven conveyed 

Wild orgies of the monstrous sin. 

The molten calf ** which Aaron made.'* 

The wind is hushed, the ground is still, 
The burning flames no longer glow ; 

On Horeb's top Jehovah's will 
Is heard in accents soft and low. 

While earth, of pity clean bereft, 

God's latest servant thought to slay — 

I, even I, alone am left. 

Whose life they seek to take away. 

How white their glistering robes appear 1 
How fair their heads, with glory crowned !— - 

Sinai's Prophet, Horeb's Seer, 
On Tabor's top with Jesu found. 
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But while with Christ in God their life 
Is hidden on the mountain brow. 

More fierce the feud, more loud the strife 
Of Satan's sons must rage helow. 

Why 1 but that weary souls may yearn. 
The narrow Path in patience trod. 

Their homeward steps from earth to turn, 
And rest on Sion's hill with God. 




BE CONTENT. 

HEEE shall be — ^though our eyes fore- 
stall 
The dawning of that better day — 
There shall be, when his Master's call 
Each duteous servaQt shaU obey. 

There shall be — ^when the easiest yoke 

That ever friend or servant wore, 
No quick impatience shall provoke ; — 

No, we shall never grieve Him more ! 

There shall be — ^when to do or bear 

His gentle will alike shall please ; 
Our chosen station only there 

Where He, the Lord, our lot decrees. 
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for that day ! — ^nay, guard thee well ; 

Then, even then, that spirit rose 
Which prompts the wish untractable, 

His better mandate to opposa 

Be but content : though harder far 
The lot of them that " stand and wait," 

Than still to wage the active war, 
In all the joy of hope elate ; — 

Yet know, the heart that, proudly stirred, 
In itb own way would work His will. 

Hath cause to bless Him for the word 
Which says to mortal pride, " Be stilL" 




FAITH. 

ND so from youth to age — ^yea, to the end. 
An unforsaking, unforgetting friend. 
Thou hoverest round us; and when all is 
o'er. 

And earth's most loved illusions please no more. 
Thou stealest gently to the couch of death ; 
There, while the lagging breath 
Comes faint and fitfully, to usher nigh 
Consoling visions from his native sky. 
Making it sweet to die. 

The good man's ears are faint, his eyes grow dim, 
But his heart listens to the heavenward hymn. 
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And liis soul sees, in lieu of that sad band, 

"WTio come with mournful tread 

To kneel about his bed, 

God's white-robed angels, who around him stand, 

To wave his spirit to " the better land." 




WE PEAISE THEE, GOD. 

BEAT God, whose sceptre rules the 
earth, 
Distil Thy fear into my heart, 
That, being rapt with holy mirth, 
I may proclaim how good Thou art- 
Open my lips, that I may sing 
Full praises to my God, my King. 

Fountain of light and living breath. 
Whose mercies never fiEdl nor £Etde, 
Fill me with life that hath no death, 
Fill me with light that hath no shade — 
Appoint the remnant of my days 
To see Thy powers, and sing Thy praise. 

Lord God of gods, before whose throne 

Stand storms and fire ! oh, what shall we 
Betum to heaven that is our own. 
When all the world belongs to Thee 1 
We have no offering to impart. 
But praises and a wounded heart. 
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What I possess, or what I crave, 

Bnngs no content, great God, to me. 
If what I would, or what I have. 
Be not possest or blest in Thee — 
What I enjoy, make it mine, 
In making me that have it Thine. 

In all extremes. Lord, Thou art still 

The mount whereto my hopes do flee ; 
make my soul detest all ill. 
Because so much abhorred by Thee — 
Lord, let Thy gracious trials show 
That I am justly or make me so. 




PAST— PEESENT— FUTUEK 

I HE Past, ah ! say, what is the past ) 
Time's brief and fleeting hour ; 
Visions too fair and bright to last ; 
The sunshine and the shower : 
A dubious, unconnected dream. 
To which we turn, and sigh ; 
And pause, to snatch from Lethe's stream 
The shell of Memory. 

■ 

The Present — ^what is it to man 1 

JS'o sooner here, but gone ; 
Neglected for some future plan. 

To which our thoughts we turn ; 
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Enjoyed but when the heart is yonng, 
When life is in its spring, 

When all that o'er our path is flung, 
Unsullied pleasures bring. 



The Future — ^idol of my heart, 

Whence is thy magic spell, 
That bears, in every dream, the part 

O'er which we love to dwell ? 
The past, the present, fiEtde away. 

With scarce a thought or care ; 
We prize alone the distant ray. 

For Faith and Hope are there. 




SONG OF A MAETYR 

IT is told me I must die ! 
happy news ! 
Be glad, O my soul. 
And rejoice in Jesus thy Saviour ! 
If He intended thy perdition. 
Would He have laid down His life for thee ? 
Would He have called thee with so much love, 
And illuminated thee with the light of His Spirit ? 

Would He have given thee His cross. 
And given thee shoulders to bear it with patience ? 
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It is told me I must die ! 

happy news ! 
Come on, my dearest soul ; 
Behold, thy Jesus calls thee ! 
He prayed for thee upon His cross ; 
There He extended His arms to receive thee ; 
There He bowed down His head to kiss thee ; 
There He opened His heart to give thee entrance ; 
There He gave up His life to purchase life for thee. 

It is told me I must die ! 
what happiness ! 
I am going 
To the place of my rest ; 
To the land of the living ; 
To the haven of security ; 
To the kingdom of peace ; 
To the palace of my God ; 
To the nuptials of the Lamb ; 
To sit at the table of my King ; 
To feed on the bread of angels ; 
To see what no eye hath seen ; 
To hear what no ear hath heard ; 
To enjoy what the heart of man cannot comprehend. 

my Father ! 
O thou best of all Fathers, 
Have pity on the most wretched of all Thy children I 

I was lost, but by Thy mercy found ; 
I was dead, but by Thy grace am now raised again ; 

I was gone astray after vanity, 
But am now ready to appear before Thee. 
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O my Father ! 
Come now in mercy and receive Thy child ! 

Give him Thy kiss of peace ; 

Eemit unto him all his sins ; 

Clothe him with Thy nuptial robe ; 

Permit him to hold a place at Thy feast ; 
And forgive aU those who are guilty of his death. 




«A PUEE EIVEE OF WATER OF LIFE.*' 

HERE is a pure and peaceful wave. 

That rolls around the throne of love. 
Whose waters gladden as they lave 
The peaceful shores above ; 

While streams, which on that tide depend. 

Steal from those heavenly shores away. 
And on this desert world descend, 
O'er weaiy lands to stray. 

The pilgrim faint, and nigh to sink 
Beneath his load of earthly woe. 
Refreshed beside their verdant brink, 
Rejoices in their flow. 

There, my soul, do thou repair. 

And hover o'er the hallowed spring. 
To drink the crystal wave, and there 
To lave thy wearied wing. 
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There drop that wing, when fiEur it flies 

From human care, and toil, and strife, 
And feed hj those still streams that rise 
Beneath the Tree of life. 

It may be that the waft of love 

Some leaves on that pure tide hav& driven, 
Which, passing from the shores above, 

Have floated down firom heaven. 

So shall thy wounds and woes be healed 
By the blessed virtue that they bring ; 
So thy parched lips shall be unsealed. 
Thy Saviour's praise to sing. 




GOD IS LOYE. 

OD is love ! His mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove ; 

Bliss He wakes, and woe He lightens,— 
Grod is Wisdom, Grod is Love, 



Chance and change are busy ever^ 
Man decays, and ages move ; 

But His mercy waneth never,— 
God is Wisdom, (Jod is Love^ 
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E'en the hour that darkest seemetli 
Will His changeless goodness prove ; 

From the mist His brightness streametb,- 
Gk)d is Wisdom, (jod is Love. 



He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above ; 

Everywhere His glory shineth, — 
God is Wisdom, Grod is Love. 




"EKIVfEMBEB ME" 

lEMEMBEE me !"— however brief 
Those simple words may seem t 
be,^ — 
In hope or fear, in joy or grie^ 
Who hath not said, " Eemember me " ? 



The Child, when first to school he goes, — 
The Sire, who nursed him on his knee, — 

Each, at that first sad parking, knows 

A thought which prompts '^ Eemember me ! 
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The Soldier, though by glory steeled 
Against full many a softeiiing plea, 

Will turn him from the tented field 
Homeward, and sigh, *^ Eemember me ! " 
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The Sailor, as he ploughs the deep, 

At midnight on the star-Ht sea, 
Compelled his lonely watch to keep, 

Breathes the fond words, "Kemember me !" 

Far more appealing is their power 

In doubt and grief, than hope and glee ; 

And most affecting in the hour 

Of death, one faint "Kemember me !*' 

Wouldst thou their holiest form declare ? 

Turn to Golgotha — ^tum and see 
The dying thief^ and hear his prayer, — 

" In heaven, O Lord ! remember me 1 " 

Well may the heart this motto own. 
Since Grace and JS'ature both agree ; — 

Feeling's ftQl gush. Thought's tenderest tone. 
Find utterance in " Kemember me !" 



BENEATH THE CROSS. 

ENEATH Thy cross I lay me down. 
And mourn to see Thy bloody crown 
Love drops in blood from every vein ; 
Love is the spring of aU His pain. 

Here, Jesus, I shall ever stay. 
And spend my longing hooirs away ; 
Think on Thy bleeding wounds and pain. 
And contemplate Thy woes again. 
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The rage of Satan and of sin. 
Of foes without, and fears within. 
Shall ne'er my conquering soul remove. 
Or firom Thy cross, or from Thy love. 

Secured from harms beneath Thy shade. 
Here death and hell shall ne'er invade, 
Nor Sinai, with its thundering noise. 
Shall e'er disturb my happier joys.' 

unmolested, happy rest. 
Where inward fears are all suppressed ; 
Here shall I love and live secure, 
And patiently my cross endure. 




THE RAINBOW OF LOVE. 

HERE'S a rainbow of beauty that spans 

the sad earth, 
And the tears of the heart have their 

share in its birth, 
Erom the first fairy smile to the grief of the grave. 
O'er the gloiy encircling the brow of the brave ; 
O'er our hfe in its sunlight of fortune and fiame j 
And over the gloom of a sunset of shame. 
As an army of angels with bright wings unfurled. 
So the rainbow of love keepeth watch o'er the world. 
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Wheii the travel-worn turns from his wandering 

path 
To the home unforgot, of an earlier faith, 
And the words of the sainted who warned him of 

sin, 
When he went from her bosom life's battle to win, 
Come back to the spirit of gmlt with a power 
They knew not in infancy's innocent hour, — 
Lo ! he sees, ere his path to the portal has come, 
That the rainbow of love shines over his home ! 

There's a rainbow of beauty that spans the glad 

heaven. 
And the joy of the angels o'er sinners forgiven, 
On their throne-world of glory and rapture, is crossed 
By the shade of a sorrow for souls that are lost : 
For the rainbow of love is a circlet of Hght, 
That sets not with earth when it passes from sight. 
But is spreading still onward, above and below, 
Till it makes the broad universe bright with its 

glow. 
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TBIFLEa 

CLOUD ToSLj intercept the sun, 
A web by insect-workers spun 
Preseiye the life within the frame. 
Or vaponrs take away the same : 

A grain of sand upon the sight 

May rob a giant of his might ; 

Or needle-point let out his breath. 

And make a banquet meal for Death. 

How often, at a single word, 

The heart with agony is stirred, 

And ties, that years could not have riven. 

Are scattered to the winds of heaven I 

A glance, that looks what words should speak, 

Will speed the pulse, and blanch the cheek ; 

And thoughts, nor looked nor yet exprest, 

Create a chaos in the breast 

A smile of hope from those we love 
May be an angel from above ; 
A whispered welcome in our ears 
Bo as the music of the spheres ; 
The pressure of a gentle hand 
Worth all that glitters in the land ; — 
Oh I trifles are not what they seem. 
But fortune's voice and star supreme ! 



Babboni I 1 47 




EABBONI 1 

I ABBOOT: ! Master, Lord Divine, 
So sadly lost, so strangely found ! 
Once more I toucli, once more I twine 
My arms those sacred feet around. 
Hold Thee I must ; for much I fear me, 

That but for this enforced delay, 
EHjah-Hke, Thy God will bear Thee 
I know not whither, far away. 

Mary ! I come not from above. 

As those white-rob^d angels come. 
To do some deed of wrath or love, 

ITien spread their wings in haste for home. 
Not yet unto My Throne ascended, — 

Unloose thy grasp ; such fears are vain : 
Depart, and ere My work is ended. 

Thou shalt behold My Face again. 

Detain Me not The loving touch 

But wastes the hour of loving deeds ; 
And all thou valuest so much. 

While yet we linger, useless speeds. 
Go, bid My brethren haste before Me, 

Hence to their native Galilee ; 
There shall thy Lord ascend in glory, 

And they My heavenward flight shall see. 
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And thou — ^let not thy courage shrink ; 

Absent, I shall be with thee still ; 
My Flesh to eat, My Blood to drink. 

My Spirit in thy heart to dwelL 
I go unto our common Father ; 

Yet in My ^Name, in mutual prayer. 
Wherever two or three shall gather. 

There shall they meet and touch Me theia 




LET ME GO. 

ET me go ! — ^The day is breaking. 
Morning bursts upon mine eye. 
Death this mortal frame is shaking- 
But the soul can never die ! 

Let me go ! — ^The Day-star, beaming. 
Gilds the radiant realms above ; 

Its full Glory on me streaming. 
Lights me to that land of love ! 

Let me go ! — My Warfiire's ended ; 

Night's dark shades have passed away ; 
All in view is Glory splendid, 

Boundless and eternal day ! 

Let me go ! — My Master's chariot 
Waits in state to bear me home — 

Purchase of His Grace and Merit, — 
HaUeligah 1 Lord, I come 1 
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Kow I'm Thine, and Thine for ever, 

While eternal ages roll ; 
Sense and Sin no more shall sever 

Thy West Presence from my soul ! 

"Now, amid the sacred Splendour 

Of the glorious Hosts above, 
Everlasting praise I'll render ' 

To that Grod whose name is Love ! 




THE ANGELS' HOME. 

ISTEE, the raindrops as they fall 
Upon the summer leaves 

Are like the sad, low-whispered call 
Of some soft voice that grieves. 

Yes, brother, yes ; no raindrops fell 

In Eden's happier years. 
Till sin and sorrow broke the spell, 

For they are angels' tears. 

Sister, I often think at night, 

When on the stars I look. 
They seem like faces sweet and bright. 

In some great picture-book. 

Yes, brother, yes ; the stars look forth 

From out the quiet skies. 
And smile upon us in our sleep. 

For they are angels' eyes. 



150 Lays of the Kous Minstrels. 

Sister, the lainbow on the clou(^ 

Eeflected in the sea, 
So endless and so beautiful, 

Is like eternity. 

Yes, brother, yes ; the rainbow's arch 
Doth teach us wondrous things ; 

For 'tis the light of God's own smile. 
Upon the angels' wings. 

Sister, look on the cakn blue sea, 
And yon fair line of light ; 

Is that the pathway to the sun. 
Dear heaven's own portal bright 1 

brother, yes ; and may we rest, 
When we have ceased to roam. 

For ever blessing, ever blest. 
There in the angels' home. 



m MEMOEIAM. 

jirn steady march along the daisy mea- 
dow, 
And by the churchyard wall we go ; 
But leave behind, under the linden sha- 
dow. 
One who no more will rise and show. 
Farewell, our brother, left sleeping with the dust^ 
Till thou shalt wake again, — ^wake with the just. 
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All down the street where neighbour laughs to 
neighbour, 
Along its busy length we throng ; 
In noisy mirth to live, to love, to labour, — 

But he will be remembered long. 
Sleep well, our brother ! though sleeping with the 

dust, 
Shalt thou not rise again 1 — rise with the just 1 

Farewell, farewell, true heart, warm hand, left lying 

Beneath the linden branches calm ; 
Tis his to live, and ours to wait for dying — 

To win, as he has won, the palm. 
Farewell, our brother ! but one day, we trust. 
To rise when He calleth thee — God of the just 




« BEHOLD, I BRENTG YOU GLAD TIDINGS." 

|HE "sentinel stars," from the watch- 
tower of night. 
Kept their vigil in silence on Jordan's 
dark wave. 

When a herald came down from the r^on of light 
To proclaim the destroyer of hell and the grava 

Oh, sweet were his accents — ^the eyelids of mom 
Seemed to ope in the east at the soul-cheering 
sound; 

At his words was the music of Paradise borne 
On the air, and its courts with the echo resound. 
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To children of Adam glad tidings I bring. 
Of joy to the guilty, the lost, the forlorn ; 

In the city of David a Saviour, a King, 
The Messiah — ^the hope of the nations is bom. 

From the heaven of heavens He comes in His love, 
Where the armies of God strike their harps to 
His praise : 

That the chiefest of sinners may join them above, 
Their Captain appears as an Infant of days. 

He comes, like the sun from the gates of the east. 
To pour upon man immortality's day ; 

He comes, that the wanderers from Eden may rest. 
And rejoice when life's flowers are fading away. 

He comes, the commands of the law to obey. 
And die by its sentence, that thus He may ope 

To His brethren (long prisoners of death and dismay) 
The temple of life and the stronghold of hope. 

Hail Thou whom the isles and the Gentiles shall 
trust ! 

Believing the record, the works of my pride 
I renoimce — ^I am silent, and humbled in dust — 

In Thy finished salvation alone I confide. 

My destinies all I confide to Thy hand ; 

My hopes on Thy righteousness only I place ; 
On this pedestal, Lord, I for ever would stand, 

A piUar inscribed to the praise of Thy grace. 
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HAPPY THEY WHO EEST FOE EVER 

APPY are they who rest for ever, 
Where waves the harebell and the 
heather. 
And waters stray — 
Happy are those who thus repose. 
Ere yet the dew from off life's rose 
Has passed away. 

• 

Happy are those who perish young, 
* Ere yet remorse the heart has wrung. 

Or grief or sorrow ; 
Who only take of life a sip. 
And slumber with a smiling hp. 
Dreading no morrow. 

Happy are they, to know no thought 
Of pleasure, by pain dearly bought, 

On the world's stage : 
** The fever-heat of hope and fear," 
The thousand ills all mortals bear, 

Not them engage. 

Their being passes as the tone 

When on the harp the hand is thrown 

In idle mood ; 
Or as the sweet, cool breeze of heaven. 
In tropic climes at sunset ^ven, 

Else vainly wooed. 



< 
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Happy are they, thus early blest, . 
Sinking'so young to dreamless lest^ 

To wake no moie ; 
Save where, all earthly trouhle past, 
The eternal home is theirs at last^ 
• Beyond Time's shore. 




VIETUE. 

sturdy rock, for all his strength, 
Ey raging seas is rent in twain ; 
lie marhle stone is pierced at length. 
With little drops of drizzling rain ; 
The ox doth yield unto the yoke. 
The steel obeys the hammer's stroke. 

The stately stag, that seems so stout^ 
Ey yelping hounds at bay is set ; 

The swiftest bird that iflies about 
Is caught at length in fowler's net ; 

The greatest fish, in deepest brook. 

Is soon deceived by subtle hook. 

Yea, man himself^ unto whose will 

All things are bounden to obey, 
For all his wit, and worthy skill. 

Doth fade at length and fiEdl away ; — 
There nothing is but Time doth waste ; 
The heavens, the earth, consume at last 
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But Yirtue sits, trinmpliant still. 
Upon the throne of glorious fame ; 

Though spiteful death man's body kill. 
Yet hurts he not his virtuous name : 

By life or death, what so hetides, 

The state of Virtue never slides. 




rCTVOCATIOK 

Y daughter, go and pray ! See, night is 

come : 
One golden planet pierces through the 
gloom ; 

The misty outline trembles on the hill 
Listen ! the distant wheels in darkness glide — 
All else is hushed ; the tree by the roadside 

Shakes in the wind its dust-strewn branches stilL 



Day bears its evil, weariness, and pain. 
Let us to prayer 1 calm night is come again : 

The wind among the ruined towers so bare 
Sighs mournfully : the herds, the flocks, the streams. 
All suffer, all complain ; worn ITature seems 

Longing for peace, for slumber, and for prayer. 



156 Lays of the Pious Minstrels. 

This is the hour when babes with angels speak. 
While we are rushing to our pleasures weak 

And sinful, aU young children, with bent knees, 
Eyes raised to heaven, and small hands folded £sdr, 
Say at the self-same hour the selfnsame prayer 

On our behalf to Him who all things sees. 



And then they sleep. Oh, peaceful cradle-sleep ! 
Oh, childhood's hallowed prayer ! religion deep 

Of love, not fear, in happiness expressed ! 
So the young bird, when done its twilight lay 
Of praise, folds peacefully at shut of day 

Its head beneath its wing, and sinks to rest. 

Pray thou for all who living tread 

Upon this earth of graves ; 
For all whose weary pathways lead 

Among the winds and waves ; 
For him who madly takes delight 
In pomp of silken mantle bright, 

Or swiftness of a horse ; 
For those who, labouring, suffer still ; 
Coming or going — doing ill — 

Or on their heavenward course. 



Pray thou for him who nightly sins 
Until the day dawns bright — 

Who at eve's hour of prayer begins 
His dance and banquet light ; 
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Whose impious oigies wildly ring. 
Whilst pious hearts are offering 

Their prayers at twilight dim ; 
And who, those vespers all forgot, 
Pursues his sin, and thinketh not, 

God also heareth him. 

Child ! pray for all the poor beside ; 

The prisoner in his cell. 
And those who in the city wide 

With crime and misery dwell ; 
For the wise sage who thinks and dreams ; 
For him who impiously blasphemes 

Eeligion*s holy law. 
Pray thou — ^for prayer is infinite — 
Thy faith may give the scomer light, 

Thy prayer forgiveness draw. 




CHAEITY. 

LOVE, how wondrous thou and holy ! 

When nought on earth hath power to 
quell 
The iron might of melancholy, 

One touch of thine hath snapt the spelL 

One vigil by a fevered bed- 
One solace given to heart opprest — 

One pang assuaged — one aching head 
With gentlest soothing lulled to rest, — 
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To veaxj age, oue fond a 

Poor gaeidon for tlie love of yearn, — ' 
One emile at cMldhood's plajfoloess. 

Or patient care to diy ita tear^ — 



Or less than theae— the common flow 
Of simple, self-forgetting mirth, 

When veila the heart Its inner woe. 
So not to cloud the social hearth, — 

These, when as locked in polar ice. 
Lifeless and crushed the heart has lain. 

These, like a breath from Faiadise, 
Have warmed it into life again. 

gentle minstrel ! thou canst tell 

What best can soothe the tronhled breast : 
" He prayeth well who loveth well ! 

He piayeth best who loveth best ! " 
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«LOED, AEE THEEE FEW THAT BE 

SAVED 1 " 

HETHER there many be, or few, 
Elect the heavenly goal to win. 
Truly I know not — ^this I know. 
That none who march with footsteps slow, 
That none who fight with hearts untrue, 
That none who serve with service cold. 
The Eternal City can hehold. 
Or enter in. 

Whether there many be who thrive 

In their vast suit for that vast love, 
Truly I know not — ^this I know. 
That love lives not in outward show j 
That but to seek is not to strive ; 
That thankless praises, empty prayers. 
Can claim no bond, for suit of theirs. 
His court to move. 

How long the door, un&stened now. 

Shall open by His grace remain. 
Truly I know not-^this I know. 
If once that grace aside He throw, 
'No tear, no sigh, no anguished vow. 
Gnashing of teeth, wringing of hands. 
Shall draw the bolts and loose the bands 
Ever again. 



I 
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How long His wrath may yet forl^ear. 

And sheathe His sword, and hide TTia rod, 
Truly I know not — ^this I know, 
He points the arrows of His how, 
WhUe speeds apace that night of fear. 
Of deht unpaid, of work undone. 
When Mercy, Pardon, Hope is none, 
Laid up with God. 




" WE SHALL SEE HIM AS HE IS." 

OT as He was, a houseless stranger, 
' With no home to shield His head- 
Not as seen in Bethlehem's manger. 
Where the homfed oxen fed, — 

Xot Bs in the Garden groaning, 
Plunged in deep mysterious woe. 

All the guilt of Man hemoaning. 

While the precious Blood-Sweats flow, — 

Not as seen on Calvary's mountain. 

Where He offered up His soul. 
Opening wide that sacred Foimtain, 

Which alone can make us Whole, — 

Not as He was, a pale and breathless 
Captive in the shades beneath, — 

But as He is. Immortal, Deathless, 
Conqueror o'er the Powers of death ! 
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Yes ! we shall see Him in our nature, 

Seated on His lofty Throne — 
Loved, adored, hy every creature. 

Owned as God, and God alone ! 

There countless hosts of shining spirits 
Strike their harps, and loudly sing 

To the praise of Jesus' merits. 
To the glory of their King ! 

When we pass o'er death's dark river. 

We shall see Him as He is — 
Eesting in His love and favour, 

Owning all the glory His. 

There to cast our crowns "before Him— 
Oh, what bliss the thought affords ! — 

There for ever to adore Him — 

King of Kings, and Lord of Lords ! 



«MY JESUS, AS THOU WILT." 

Y Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

Oh, may Thy will be mine I 
Into Thy hand of love 
I would my all resign. 
Through sorrow or through joy. 

Conduct me as Thine own. 
And help me still to say, — 
"My Lord, Thy wiU be done." 

M 



*m 
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My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

Though seen through many a tear, 
Let not my star of hope 

Grow dim or disappear. 
Since Thou on earth hast wept, 

And sorrowed oft alone, 
If I must weep with Thee, 

My Lord, Thy will he done. 

My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

All shall be weU for me ; 
Each changing future scene 

I gladly trust with Thee ; 
Then to my home above 

I calmly travel on. 
And sing in life or death, 

« My Lord, Thy wiU be done." 



«IT IS I, BE ITOT AFEAID." 

HEN Power Divine, in mortal form. 
Hushed with a word the raging storm. 
In soothing accents Jesus said, 
" Lo, it is I ! — ^be not afraid." 

So, when in silence nature sleeps, 
And his lone watch the mourner keeps. 
One thought shall every pang remove, — 
Trust, feeble man, thy Maker's love. 




"We all do fade as a Leaf.'' 163 

Blessed be the voice tliat breathes from heayen, 
To every heart in sunder riven, 
When love, and joy, and hope are fled, — 
" Lo, it is I ! — ^be not afraid." 

When men with fiendlike passions rage, 
And foes yet fiercer foes engage, 
Blessed be the voice, though still and small. 
That whispers, " God is over alL" 

God calms the tumult and the storm ; 
He rules the seraph and the worm : 
!N'o creature is by Him forgot. 
Of those who know, or know Him not. 

And when the last dread hour shall come. 
While shuddering nature waits her doom, 
This voice shall call the pious dead — 
" Lo, it is I ! — ^be not afraid." 



«WE ALL DO FADE AS A LEAF." 

IKE shadows gliding o'er the plain. 
Or clouds that roll successive on, 
Man's busy generations pass. 
And while we gaze their forms are gone. 

Vain was the boast of lengthened years, 

The patriarch's full maturity : 
'Twas but a larger drop to swell 

The ocean of eternity. 
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** He lired — lie died : " liehold the sDm, 
Tlie alxtnict of the hishnian's page ! 

Alike in Grod's aU-eeeiiig e je 

The iniant's daj, the patiiazch's aga 

O Father ! in whose mighty hand 
The boundless years and ages lie;. 

Teach ns Thy boon of life to prize, 
And nse the moments as they fly ; — 

To crowd the narrow span of life 

With wise designs and Tirtnons deeds : 

So shall we wake from death's dark night. 
To share the glory that succeeds. 




MY FATHER 

S there a lone and dreary honr. 
When worldly pleasures lose their power 1 
My Father ! let me turn to Thee, 
And set each thought of darkness free. 

Is there a time of racking griej^ 
Which scorns the prospect of relief] 
My Father ! break the cheerless gloom. 
And bid my heart its calm resume. . 

Is there an hour of peace and joy, 
When hope is all my soul's employ 1 
My Father ! still my hopes will roam, 
Until they rest witb. TVia^^ t\ia\i laaToaa. 



Lazarus. 165 

The noontide blaze, the midnight scene, 
The dawn or twilight's sweet serene, 
The sick, nay, e'en the dying hour. 
Shall own my Father's grace and power. 




LAZAEUS. 

OW do the big drops, fast and thick, 
Of trouble's stonn begin to fell I 
He whom the Lord doth love is sick ; 
And losing him they lose their all — 
Those sisters twain — of earthly stay, 
And their best Fri6nd is fer away. 

But will not He who always felt 

So much for them — ^their Master dear, — 

"Will not His loving Spirit melt 

When the sad tidings reach His ear 1 

When was He ever wont to turn 

A deaf ear unto those that mourn 1 

Therefore, through many a weary hour 
They look for help, but look in vain ; 

The Lord, whose slightest word hath power 
To heal the sick, comes not again : 

He hears the news they send to t^\!L, 

But in the same place \>idfi^\\i ^\I^ . 
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Asii ofisK tkcsy vboi troaUe's nig^ 
t'wiTTim in cknds of lilackiieaB loand, 

Tbit Lad of Lore withholds His ligbt, — 
Of fthoK vifeQ ae^ Him lang unf aond y 



ILssc hiddm vhen expected most. 

JLni IS is wtH ! He cnlj seems 
To ksre His own in night to pine. 

Of power md lore thst hiighter beams 
Msr with imeq[iialled histre shines, — 

Tbose hc^htest hesms nnfelt, unknown, 

Tillleft to WBlk in night alona 




FLOTITRS OF THE FIELD. 

LOWEBS of the field! how meet y< 
seem 
Man's frailty to pomtiayy 
Blooming so £ur in moming^s beam, 
Bftssing at eve away. 
Teach this, and oh ! though brief your reign. 
Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in yain. 

Go> form a monitoiy wreath 

For youth's unthinking brow ; 
Go> and to busy manhood breathe 

What he most fears to know ; 
Go, strew the path where age doth tread. 
And tell hixa oi \^e ^lesit ^<^idA. 



Procrastination. 167 




PEOCEASTINATIOK 

- -t 

HUN" delays, they breed remorse, 

Take thy time while time is lent thee ; 
Creeping snails have weakest force,— 

Fly their faults, lest thou repent thee. 
Grood is best when soonest wrought, 
Lingering labours come to nought. 

Hoist up sail while gale doth last, — 
Tide and wind stay no man's pleasure ; 

Seek not time when time is past, — 
Sober speed is wisdom's leisure. 

After-wit is dearly bought, • , 

Let thy fore- wit guide thy thought. 

Time wears all his locks before, — 
Take thou hold upon his forehead ; 

When he flies he turns no more. 
And behind, his scalp is naked. 

Works adjourned have many stays, 

Long demurs breed new delays. 

Seek thy salve while sore is green, — 
Festered wounds ask deeper lancing ; 

After-cures are seldom seen, — 

Often sought, scarce ever chancing. 

Time and place give best advice ; 

Out of season, out oi pxvcQ, 
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TRUIffS TICIOBY. 



^nn tiK woM's Imwd field 



Two ma^xST povss in. stnfe * 
W^i^ of the tvQ^ o'emnne^ shall jield 
TThidi hsre inunartal life f 



£zxQr and Truth the ixtiIsIm^ 
Aad hoth thcxr rhMnpiofts own ; 

Xow EETor gains the TicUnj, 
Then Tkvth asoendB the throne. 

lien's heutB are ^ tremUing for the ark. 
Men's ejes are dim with tears ; 

Bat thoo^ the night he diear and dark. 
The dawn of da j appears. 

The sore prophetic word remains^ 

And on its tnith we rest — 
Earth shall he freed from Error's chains, 

Howerer long oppressed 

Yes ; Troth triomphant shall extend 
Her world-wide swaj benign. 

Till all before her presence bend, 
And worship at her shrine. 

Then, then upon the world's broad field. 
Freed from the storm of strife, 

Shall Christ the Saviour be revealed, 
The Way— ihft Tto\2^— V^aa^^Sj^ 
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SILENT TEACHINGS. 

jHILE overhead the raindrops softly fell, 
The sun sank slowly to his golden 
rest; 
And myriad-tinted cloudlets seemed to 
tell, 
His gayest hues overspread the glowing west : 
Sunshine and cloud so strangely mingled were, 
That each made each appear more passing fair. 

Far in the east — ^first like a snowy shroud 
Preparing to enwrap the dying day, — 

Eose slowly in the heavens a single cloud, 
With gradual darkening, till upon it lay 

A mantle bright of Iris colours, spread 

By setting sun and raindrops overhead. 

Only a fragment ; yet how fair to view 
The rainbow hues that decked the darkening sky ! 

While as the gathering clouds the closer grew, 
Each glorious tint assumed a deeper dye ; 

TiU by a perfect arch the heavens were spanned-^ 

A radiant coronet from God's own hand. 

A lesson to my soul all ye have taught — 

Eainbow and cloud, cool rain and glowing west ; 

Te gave me comfort when I little thought 
Unspoken words could give my spirit rest. 

Gems of the sky ! all silent though ye be, 

A precious message have ye \>iou^!q^\^ ts^^. 
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Ye said, ^' Kot only must the 811111)681X1 slime 
Upon the gentle raindrops as they fall. 

But gathering clouds must with the twain combine — 
The rainbow owes its being to them alL" 

Man's trials are but clouds, and through his tears 

God's mercy like a sun appears. 

Whom our God loves He chastens; clouds may 
come, 

Trials may meet him in this wtrld of care ; 
Yet are they sent to bring him nearer home : 

God makes him fit for heaven, then takes him 
there. 
As by each darkening cloud the bow is shown. 
So trials conquered help to gem Ma crown. 



Last eve I prayed, " Lord, take my clouds away ; 
Kow pray I, "Lord, if needful let them stay." 



9> 




JEEUSALEM ON HIGH. 



WEET place, sweet place, alone 

The court of God Most High, 
The Heaven of Heaven's throne 

Of spotless majesty. 
happy place ! 

When shall I be. 

My God, with Thee, 
To Bee Tkj iwia'V 



Jerusalem on High. 171 

Jerusalem on liigli 

My song and city is ; 
My home whene'er I die, 
The centre of my bliss. 
O happy place ! 
When shall I be, 
My God, with Thee, 
ToseeThyfece] 

^o tears from any eyes 

Drop in that holy choir ; 
But death itself there dies. 
And sighs themselves expire. 
O happy place ! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy fece ] 

There should temptation cease. 

My fi»ilties there should end ; 
There should I rest in peace. 
In the Arms of my best Friend. 
happy place ! 
When shall I be, 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face ] 

There dwells my Lord, my King, 

Judged here unfit to live ; 
There angels to Him sing. 

And lovely liomag^ ©^'^^^ 
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happy place ! 
When shaU I be. 
My God, with Thee, 

To see Thy fece 1 



No sun by day shines there. 
No moon by silent night ; 
Oh, no 1 these needless are — 
The Lamb's the city's light. 
happy place ! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face ? 

The Lamb's apostles theie 

I might with joy behold ; 
The harpers I might hear, 
Harping on harps of gold. 
happy place ! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face. 





•• He giveth His Beloved sleep." 1 73 



**HE GIVETH niS BELOVED SLEEP." 

JIN of my soul, thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if Thou be near : 
may no earth-bom cloud arise, 
To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes. 

"When with dear friends sweet talk I hold, 
And all the flowers of life unfold, 
Let not my heart within me bum^ 
Except in all I Thee discern. 

When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep, 
Be my last thought — ^how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour's breast ! 

Abide with me from mom till eve. 
For without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh. 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

Thou Framer of the light and dark. 
Steer through the tempest thine own ark : 
Amid the howling wintry sea. 
We are in port if we have Thee. 

If some poor wandering child of Thine 
Have spumed, to-day, the voice Divine, 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ; 
Let him no more lie do^wnm «3i. 
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Watch by tlie sick ; enrich, the poor 
With blessings firom Thy boundless store : 
Be eyeiy mourner's sleep to-night. 
Like infjEuits' slumbers, pure and light 

Come near and bless us when we wake. 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till in the ocean of Thy love 
We lose ourselves in heaven above. 




« SERVANT OF GOD, WELL DONE !" 

HOU, too, art gone to rest. 
Where all the pious dead 

Li peace and patience wait the call 
Of their exalted Head. 

Thy battle scenes are o'er, 

Thy palm of victory won ; 
And, hark ! a Voice fix>m heaven proclaims — 

** Servant of God, well done !" 

Thy life was long and bright. 

And crowned with deeds of love — 

I will not blaze them to the world. 
For they are writ above. 

The evening of thy day 

Shed forth a golden beam ; 
'Twas full of faith, and hope, and love. 

And Jesus was the theme. 
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On His all-powerful Ann 

Thy parting spirit stayed. 
Who has the keys of Death and Hell, 

And will recall the dead. 

There, there, in endless bliss. 

To spend eternal years — 
Eeleased in full from this vain world 

Of sins, and doubts, and fears. 

For thou hast borne the heat 

And burden of the day, 
And the Chief Shepherd leads thee now 

To Streams that ne'er decay. 

There flowers immortal bloom. 

To charm the ravished sight ; 
And Palms and Harps await for those 

Who walk with Him in White. 

For they shall sing the song 

Of Moses, long foretold, ^ 

When they have passed those pearly gates. 

And streets of burnished gold. 

The glories of the Lamb, 

Their rapturous strains shall raise — 
Eternal ages shall record 

His love. His power, His praise. 
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«SUEELT I COME QXHCKLT." 

'Jflt tlie distant mountains 1)ieakin^ 

Comes the reddening dawn of day ; 
Bise, my soul, fix>m sleep awaking^ 

Rise and sing, and watch and pray, — 
'Tis thy Saviour, 
On His bright returning way. 

Thou long expected, weary 
Waits mine anxious soul for Thee ; 

Life is dark, and earth is dreary. 
Where Thy light I do not Bee. 

my Saviour, 
When wilt Thou return to me ) 

Long, too long, in sin and sadness, 

Far away from Thee I pine ; 
When, oh, when shall I the gladness 

Of Thy Spirit feel in mine 1 
my Saviour, 

When shall I be wholly Thine 1 

Nearer is my soul's salvation ; 

Spent the night, the day at hand ; 
Keep me in my lowly station, 

Watching for Thee,, till I stand, 
my Saviour, 

In Thy bright and promised land. 



"I am the Bread of Life." 177 

Witli my lamp well trimmed and burning, 

Swift to hear, and slow to roam, 
Watching for Thy glad returning. 

To restore me to my home. 
Come, my Saviour, 

my Saviour, quickly come ! 







«I AM THE BEEAD OF LIFE.'* 



HE heavenly Word proceeding forth, 
Yet leaving not the Father's side, 
AccompHshing His work on earth, 
Had reached at length life's eventide. 
By false disciple to be given 

To foemen for His life athirst. 

Himself the very bread of Heaven 

He gave to His disciples first. 



He gavQ Himself in either kind, 

His precious flesh. His precious i^lood. 
In love's own fulness thus designed 

Of the whole man to be the food. 
By birth their fellow-man was He ; 

Their meat, when sitting at the board ; 
He died their ransomer to be ; 

He ever reigns, their great reward. 
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O saring Yictim, opening wide 

The gate of heaven to man helow ; 
Our foes press on from every side. 

Thine aid supply. Thy strength beatow. 
Elefdi Three in One, to Thee ascend 

All thanks and praise for evermore ; 
O grant us life that shall not end. 

Upon the heavenly coontiy's shore. 




TIS THE LAST OF THE DAYS. 

lis the last of the days He miiBt sojourn 
below. 
The first that His orphan disciples 
must mourn : 
He has toiled, He has bled, He has risen. He must 
go; 
The Stranger from heaven to His home must 
return. 

In the still, early morning, ere man is abroad. 

He led forth His friends, with sweet words by the 
way. 

To the scenes they so oft in His converse had trod. 
Where at Olivet's foot His loved Bethany lay, — 

And there, as around Him they tearfully gazed 
(His aspect all beaming, all breathing with love), 

Ills 1 lands, like a priest and a father, He raised. 
And gave His deep blessing — 'twas echoed above. 
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'Midst His words, more unearthly His countenance 
grew; 
And lo ! like a Spirit, He heavenward ascends ; 
And a bright cloud has caught Him too soon from 
the view, 
As they gaze through their tears, His heart- 
bleeding friends. 

He is gone. — what a parting I — ^yet mark where attend 
Two angels of comfort, and calm their despair : — 

Why gaze ye 1 This Jesus, ye saw thus ascend, 
Shall yet come in like manner, and ye shall be 
there. 

He has finished His work ; He has glorified God ; 

The Forerunner has gained His reversion of bliss : 
And now must His followers tread where He trod, 

Till they see Him, are like Him, and rest where 
He is. 

No longer by sight, they must journey by faith ; 
And with prayer and with patience must heaven- 
ward move on ; 
And the Saviour's own Spirit shall gladden their 
path, 
And they soon shall arrive where that Saviour is 
gone. 
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« HE HATH ASCENDED 01^ HIGH." 

HERE'S rapture in the heavenly height. 
And music 'mid the worlds of light ; 
For glory's King ascends on high. 
Crowned with immortal victory. 

He came to die, hut lives again ; 
The tyrant Death himself is slain ; 
While e'en the spoils of conquered hell 
Shall the Kedeemer's triumphs swelL 

Eisen, that He might others raise ; 
Sold, He the price of others pays ; 
The wandering sheep, that far had strayed, 
Has heard His voice, and prized His aid. 

Rise, then, ahove thy sinful hirth ; 
I^ow live the life of heaven on earth ; 
Members of Christ must follow on. 
When He, their Head, before is gone. 

Jesus ! the glory, the delight 
Of angels, clothed with heavenly might, 
Do thou our inmost souls inspire, 
To seek Thee still with warm desire. 

Grant us in Thee alone to live j 
Lead us ourselves to Thee to give ; 
And still Thy love Divine impart, 
And warm and cheer Thy people's heart. 
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